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CHAPTER 1:

It had been more than six months since Randy Roberts and his pal Craig Monroe had returned from their very unusual Spring Break vacation in the Caribbean. To describe it as very unusual was actually a complete understatement. It had been so surreal that if they didn't have photographic evidence documenting their experience they might have been tempted to believe that the whole thing had been a hallucination brought on by too much parting or something.

While hiking they had stumbled across a literal treasure chest that had been lying on the island for centuries. Instead of gold or precious jewels what they found was a magical ring that immediately transformed whoever was wearing it to the opposite gender. The spell lasted only as long as the ring was being worn and seemed to have no limit to the amount of times it could be used or the amount of people who could use it.

Along with the ring they also found an old journal written in the early 18th century by someone named Gwendolyn Perkins who apparently was really a man named Gerald Perkins who had been wearing the ring at the time of a shipwreck and having washed ashore as a woman soon found the benefits of continuing the deception.

Gwendolyn's situation was complicated by a romance that developed between her and a dashing young lieutenant who became her companion, protector and ultimately her lover. Unfortunately it all had a sad ending as the rest of the men who had survived the wreck grew to resent their relationship and struck down the lieutenant, forcing Gwendolyn to become a virtual sex slave until she was finally able to plan an escape. Whether that escape ever succeeded or not was a complete mystery and probably would always remain so but the ring and the journal had survived.

Randy had tried the ring on first on a dare, not believing for one moment that there was any truth to the tale. Once transformed into an attractive young female his buddy Craig convinced him that he should take advantage of the opportunity as a means of finding some other hot babes. The original idea was to take turns with the ring so that each man would get the benefit of this sneaky means of meeting girls.

Much to their surprise they both found that they quite enjoyed the experience of being a beautiful female on an island full of horny young admirers but even more surprising was the fact that they had both ended up making love to each other while wearing the ring and enjoyed that part best of all.

Randy had kept his name while Craig had become Meg while female and both of them had experienced some pretty raunchy adventures while equipped with their new bodies. They had also experienced some strange new emotions and had both returned to their original state with some remorse and disappointment that the time had come too soon.

Once they had returned home the ring and the journal had gone into a safe deposit box that both boys had access to. There was presumably a way to profit from such an extraordinary item but they had never been able to quite figure out how.

They thought about renting it out to people who wanted to know what it was like to have a temporary sex change but the value of the ring was so great that it was extremely risky to let it go on a temporary basis. How much of a deposit could they reasonably ask for in case someone decided to keep the ring and claim that it was lost? Certainly people did rent very expensive items like cars and planes and so on but that wasn't something they were familiar with or set up to do.

Selling it at an auction was probably the best way to get the most money and be free of any responsibility or concerns after the sale. The problem there was the fact that they would have to be able to demonstrate that the ring actually did what they said it would do or else no one would ever bid much money for it at all. They worried about being accused of fraud or subjected to some kind of scrutiny about their own experiences with the ring so a public sale was not something they were jumping at.

Of course the real reason they weren't anxious to part with the novelty item was the fact that they both wanted to keep their options open when it came to the concept of using it again. Both men had been profoundly moved by their short time as women and hesitated to throw away any future opportunity to try it again, although so far the ring had remained safely locked away in the bank.

On an island of vacationing strangers it had been relatively easy to switch gender without causing any particular complications, other than emotional ones. At home, surrounded by friends and family who knew them, the secret would be much harder to conceal. Certainly they could lock the door of a bedroom and have an hour or two of undisturbed activity but that was kind of limiting. If anything they both longed to put the ring on and go out into the world again in their female personas to sample life from the other side of the fence once more.

There was also the rather thorny issue of their relationship to each other to contend with and that more than anything else may have been the predominant reason neither one of them had worn the ring since coming home. Male Randy had strong feelings for Meg and Craig had strong feelings for female Randy. They both had agreed to take a turn as a girl but neither one of them really wanted to do it at the start. Having done it neither one of them really wanted to take the ring off.

They had both come to terms with the reality of the fact that they had both had sex with each other, albeit always when one of them was in female form. Both guys now knew what it was like to suck the other's cock. That memory wasn't going to just disappear overnight. Because they had done it while one of them was female it was easy enough to rationalize that it didn't mean anything but once you've tasted your best friend's sperm you're never going to look at them exactly the same again.

Randy had found the experience of being female more emotionally transformative than perhaps Craig had but they had both discovered that the longer one wore the ring the more they began to think and feel like "real" women. 

They were aware of the fact that they were actually men underneath their female appearance yet they both had little or no difficulty at all finding the male body desirable. Obviously the ring had flipped some kind of a switch in their brains as neither one of them would ever have thought such a thing was possible. Their attraction for each other was of course the most dangerous and disconcerting part of the whole business because it was impossible to completely escape the conclusion that maybe this was how they really felt and the ring had given them to freedom to express something that they secretly longed for. That was something that they just didn't want to think or talk about. Two guys who have been friends for years just don't suddenly decide to become lovers. Do they?


CHAPTER 2:

Randy moaned with utter delight as she gazed into Craig's eyes. The bed was really rocking at this point as Craig was thrusting into her with increasing intensity. It was so good to see that look again...to feel his warmth inside her. Breaking her glance for a moment she stole a quick peek at her chest and was pleased by the way her boobs were dancing in time to the rhythm of their groove. It was nice to feel those babies back where they belonged.

Craig was really straining by now and the poor boy needed some relief so Randy clutched at her friend's butt and whispered encouragement.

"Cum inside me lover. Shoot that load in me."

"Oh, I will baby, don't you worry. I've got a nice thick supply stored up for you," Craig grunted in reply.

Soon Randy could feel hot semen beginning to flow everywhere, seemingly coating everything around her.

"Shit!"

That's when Randy woke up and discovered that his bed was indeed a sticky mess but not from anybody else's participation. He flung the bedding aside angrily and hurled his soiled sheets to the floor. After a quick wash up in the bathroom he just slumped back into bed without replacing the sheets and pulled the covers up to his neck.

Randy had been having this kind of a dream a lot lately. It didn't always end up so messy but this wasn't the first time either. Dreaming that he was a woman again was always very pleasant at the start. Sometimes he wasn't doing anything sexual at all but whenever sex became involved Craig was always the partner.

He hadn't even seen the ring, let alone worn it in over half a year. Whatever residual effects it might have on him should have dissipated by this time he figured. In some ways he really enjoyed these dreams but the mess was kind of a hassle. He didn't really want to start wearing a condom every night while he slept. Of course the bigger concern was the fact that he was dreaming about being fucked by his buddy. Holy crap! Was he really turning gay for Craig? Of course not. He was always a woman in the dreams so that was totally different. Wasn't it?

While he really wasn't anxious to talk about these dreams with Craig he was very curious to know whether his friend had experienced anything similar. Maybe it was just a side effect of the spell or something. He finally decided to tell Craig but almost immediately regretted having done so.

"So I'm the man of your dreams, huh?" Craig joked. "I guess I can't blame you. I am pretty fabulous."

"You're saying you haven't had any dreams at all about being a woman again?" Randy shot back incredulously.

"Nope. I just have normal red-blooded American male dreams about banging hot pussy," Craig announced proudly. "No gay dreams for this boy."

"It's not a gay dream!" Randy protested. "I'm a woman in the dreams."

"Yeah, a woman being fucked by a man. So you dream about having a cock inside you. That sounds about as gay as it can get," Craig continued to tease.

"Well if that's true doesn't it bother you that it's your cock I'm always dreaming about?"

"Hey I can't help what you dream about."

"I knew I shouldn't have told you," Randy pouted.

"Don't worry about it man, it's just a stupid dream. People dream all kinds of weird stuff that doesn't mean anything."

"That's not what Freud said."

"Dude, that's just because you're taking that psychology class. Ordinarily you wouldn't give a shit about what Freud said," laughed Craig.

"Maybe not, but he did say that dreams were sometimes wish fulfillment devices that were often triggered by guilt over some taboo desires," suggested Randy.

"So you're saying you secretly want to suck my cock so you have wet dreams about it? Fine. Let me whip it out and you can have at it."

Craig pretended to be preparing to unzip his pants. Randy did not see the amusement in this.

"Come on, that's not funny dude," protested Randy.

"I don't want to have you end up with years of therapy because you were denied the taste of my man meat," Craig continued as the zipper actually came down. "It's not like you haven't seen it before you know."

"I don't need to see your dick, all right."

"It's the stuff dreams are made of."

By now Craig actually had his member out of his pants and was holding it in one hand. Randy glanced over and was shocked by what he saw.

"How come you're hard dude?" Randy asked very seriously.

Craig hadn't even realized that his prick was erect and stuffed it back into his pants as quickly as possible. He tried to cover up his embarrassment but his face was literally red.

"It just got hard when I touched it I guess," Craig mumbled wanting to change the subject in a hurry.

They spoke no more about it but Randy felt far from relieved for having revealed his secret dreams. He had sort of hoped that Craig would know what he was going through and maybe had similar experiences but Craig responded in a kind of immature and insensitive way that Randy didn't find at all appealing.

The worst part of all was that seeing his friend's hard cock, even for just a moment, had sent a shiver of excitement down his spine. It was just the way he remembered it. Just the way it was in his dreams. If Craig had been serious instead of messing around with him he wondered what he would have done? Hopefully nothing but he had to admit that there was at least a tiny element within him that found the thought rather appealing, even if he wasn't in his female form at the moment. The sight of a naked man had never done anything to him before he wore that damn ring but now it was hard to shake the feeling that men could be pretty damn hot.

Ironically Randy figured that the best thing to do was to get the ring out of the box and wear it again. Maybe if he could just have some anonymous sex with somebody he would get this out of his system and go back to being normal. He was reluctant to tell Craig, especially now that he had acted like such a jerk, so he would have to look for someone else to partner up with if he went ahead with this plan. If his previous experiences were any indication that should be no problem. Female Randy was a knockout and there would be plenty of boys lining up for a chance to get in her panties.

The real question was where and when to do it? On the island they had a hotel room and lots of free time away from anyone who even knew them slightly. One could be a man one day and a woman the next and nobody would ever notice. Randy wasn't sure if he would be at all recognizable in his female body but even getting in and out of his house without anyone seeing him could be a problem.

There was no rule between the guys that said that if one of them wore the ring he would have to tell the other but it had sort of been implied. Randy was having second thoughts about trying to sneak around behind Craig's back. In fact he was having second thoughts about the whole idea. What if it didn't get these crazy thoughts out of his head? What if it only made them worse? He worried that the real reason was that he was just dying to be a girl again. The erotic dreams and the brief glimpse of Craig's erection only underscored the other thoughts and feelings he had been having.

He had caught himself looking at women and thinking about how nice their handbags or shoes were instead of staring at their ass with lust. His sister had some glamour and fashion magazines lying around the house and when no one was looking Randy would steal a glance at an article on "the best Brazilian butt lift" or "10 things he wishes you'd do in bed." He had even been tempted to sneak into her room when she wasn't home to try on some of her clothes but had resisted that temptation so far. He didn't want her running around the house complaining that her sweaters were stretched out or her bra missing or something. These were all occasional things and usually he wasn't even aware of it right away but it was creating a disturbing pattern of behavior.

After vacillating for a while Randy finally decided to go get the ring without Craig's knowledge or consent. He would just use it once and put it away and that would be that. One evening out on the town as a girl was no big deal. How much trouble could he get into?


CHAPTER 3:

Randy felt kind of sleazy as he went to the bank to retrieve the ring from the safety deposit box. He couldn't help but feel like everyone knew what he was doing and were judging him, when of course he was well aware of the fact that the contents of the box were completely confidential. Even if someone did know that he was retrieving a ring they would never guess that it possessed magical properties. He also felt bad about sneaking it away behind Craig's back but he would return it soon and no one would ever have to know.

There was a party he knew about and also knew that Craig was not planning to attend as he was going to be studying for a test so that seemed like as good a place to go as any. It was kind of a friend of a friend thing so he didn't really expect to know much of anyone there, and that was just fine. It wasn't that female Randy didn't resemble male Randy at all but nobody would ever suspect that they were one-in-the-same.

What to wear? That was an interesting question. While on vacation they had made some purchases of women's clothing, which had come home with them in their suitcases, but it was mostly beachwear and tropical-looking stuff. He did have a bra and panties and some shoes that would probably work but he wasn't sure what the rest of his outfit should consist of or how he was going to acquire it.

A simple solution popped into his head as he was leaving the bank with the ring in his pocket. He had a pair of jeans on and a sweatshirt with the name of his college on the front. It was basic and non-descript clothing he reckoned. All he had to do was drive to a store, slip the ring on, and go shopping for something to wear to the party. The pants would be a little baggy and the sweatshirt would be filled a little differently but he'd just look like kind of a sloppy college girl at worst. He wasn't going into the store to impress anyone with his appearance anyway. He just needed to grab an outfit and go as quickly as possible.

He found a shopping center and parked away from any other cars while he nervously slipped the ring on. That weird, yet familiar sensation took hold as Randy was transformed into a woman once more. She needed to roll up the bottom of the jeans as they were a little too long for her and her boobs were unrestrained under the shirt but they were so young and firm that they stood up on their own quite nicely and the material was thick enough to conceal her nipples.

Using the mirror in the front seat of the car she tried to do something with her hair but eventually gave up and just threw on an old baseball cap that was lying on the backseat. There would be no makeup but it did serve as a reminder to pick up a few cosmetic items as well.

The plan worked to perfection with the only minor setback being that it took her forever to pick something out. The longer she lingered the greater the chance of being recognized but she just couldn't make up her mind. There were so many cute things to try on! She could have spent all day primping and posing in front of the mirror in one change after another but finally she settled on something and got the hell out of there.

She wanted to put the new clothes on right now and drive around for a bit but that was way too dangerous. Her car would be recognizable to her friends and the longer she remained like this the greater the risk of getting caught. Sadly the ring came off and Randy was his old male self again. He drove home feeling very pleased that he had come up with such a clever solution to his wardrobe problem and that no one had suspected a thing.

As he was heading for the door of his house he suddenly realized that his pants were still rolled up and quickly took care of that problem. He didn't really want to be seen coming into the house carrying bags with the name of a women's clothing store clearly printed on them so he switched his purchases to a plain paper grocery sack that he found in the trunk of his car. Nobody was paying the slightest attention to him anyway as he entered the house and he quickly disappeared upstairs to his room.

Tonight he would simply leave the house as a man, with his girly clothes and makeup in an overnight bag, drive somewhere relatively secluded where he could change clothes without being observed and put the ring on again. The makeup would be a little tricky but he would bring a battery powered camping light and a small mirror along in the bag so that he could make the change without ever having to get out of the car. He figured he could always do a quick touchup at the party if he had to.

Once again his plan worked like clockwork. There was a spot he knew that wasn't a typical "lover's lane" but he had gone there and parked a few times to make out with girls back in high school and it was very dark and seldom traveled. On went the ring and female Randy was turned loose on the world once again.

It was actually a lot harder to change clothes in the car than she had anticipated so she took the bold move of opening the door at one point and stuck her legs out for a moment as she wriggled into her panties but on the whole the operation was pretty quick and smooth. She wasn't going to go heavy on the cosmetics so getting her eyes done was the trickiest part. The lip gloss was pretty easy to apply and actually gave her kind of thrill as she puckered up for the mirror and went through this most feminine of rituals.

She'd never driven a car wearing female shoes before but at least they weren't really high heels or something and she managed to get the hang of it fairly quickly. The last thing in the world she needed now was to fuck up behind the wheel and get into a fender bender or run a stop sign. She drove carefully but not so slow as to call attention to herself either. Fortunately she made it to her destination just fine and took a long, deep breath before opening the car door and making her entrance.

While she was totally rocking the black leather miniskirt she had finally selected getting out of the car in the thing with some degree of modesty proved to be problematic. She was just parked on the street and no one was likely watching her so she kind of slid and hunched her way out the best she could. She figured it would probably be a good idea to avoid too much sitting down, at least until she had a chance to practice the maneuver in private somewhere. Fortunately parties were all about mingling anyway and she really hoped that she would just end up on her back eventually anyway where revealing what was between her legs would be the goal not something to be avoided.

She already knew how to move like a woman. She had actually won a wet t-shirt contest the first time she went out in public as a girl and found the experience very liberating. She liked being able to feel goofy and wild and jump around in front of total strangers without a care in the world. It made her think of her sister, Pam, who would no doubt be going off on some Spring Break adventure of her own in a year or so when she started college. She wasn't crazy about the idea of Pam bouncing around a stage with almost nothing on in front of a leering crowd of horny guys. Still, who was she to judge her sister's behavior? Pam never seemed like the kind of girl who would go for something like that anyway but strange things happen at Spring Break even without magical rings.

Pam was kind of a late bloomer and just now growing into her attractiveness. Her breasts had really shot up in a hurry after being relatively small for most of her high school years. Nice breasts must run in the family Randy thought with a smile. The main thing was how much nicer your clothes looked when you had something upstairs. And the boys had certainly noticed. Pam had been kind of a shy stay-at-home type but she was getting quite a few dates these days, much to their father's chagrin. Dad didn't like any guy who hung around Pam no matter how cool he seemed. Good thing he had no idea what his secret older daughter was up to tonight. Just putting on that miniskirt would have given her old man a heart attack.

Once inside things were jumping already. The house was pretty crowded and the music was cranked seriously loud. She didn't even know who's house it was but that never really mattered at a party. Someone's parents were probably out of town and the opportunity was too good to pass up.

She felt a little over-dressed and more than a bit slutty but that was basically the look she had been aiming for. Her legs and stomach were very exposed and there was ample cleavage on display as well. It seemed to be working because male heads appeared to be turning wherever she went. That was an intoxicating feeling. Male Randy would have just been a guy like any other guy nursing a drink and trying to work up the courage to start a conversation with some girl. Female Randy was going to have no trouble finding dance partners or people to converse with tonight, even though she hadn't recognized a single person here tonight, not even the friend of a friend who had offered the invitation.

"What are you drinking baby?"

Randy turned to see a nice-looking boy smiling at her and trying to act cool.

"It kind of looks like everybody's drinking beer," Randy pointed out.

"Yeah, they are, but I know where the good stuff is kept."

"Well lead on. I always go for the good stuff."


CHAPTER 4:

They exchanged quick introductions as her escort, Paul, led her to a room that looked sort of like a study or a library or maybe even a home office. There was a liquor cabinet that appeared to be locked but Paul produced the key and soon they were browsing the selection.

"Frank's a good friend of mine and he always lets me hang onto the key so that nobody goes crazy in here and drinks up all his dad's booze," Paul explained.

"Why doesn't Frank keep the key?" asked Randy.

"It's too much temptation for him," Paul chuckled. "He'd probably drain the whole bar and be in deep shit when his folks got home. He knows that I can be trusted to only share this with a select crowd."

"And how did I become part of the select crowd? You don't even know me."

"Baby, the minute you walked in the door I knew you were something special. The way you look...the way you walk...there's something about you that's just not like other girls."

If he only knew Randy thought while trying to suppress a smile. They found a bottle of Vodka and decided to make screwdrivers which required Paul to disappear into the kitchen to get some orange juice. Randy just waited patiently for him to return. It was a nice-looking room with a lot of books and art that looked fairly manly. It was probably where Frank's dad went to hole up and work or think or drink in peace at any rate. There was definitely a masculine vibe to the place.

Paul soon returned with two plastic cups in his hand. He offered one to Randy and then raised the other in a sort of a toast. It wasn't the most adult way to drink a screwdriver but at a party it's kind of standard issue.

"Here's looking at you kid," Paul said attempting a rather poor Humphrey Bogart impression.

"Cheers," Randy replied and they both took a sip of their beverage. It wasn't the greatest tasting drink she had ever had but perhaps Paul wasn't much of a screwdriver guy and didn't really know how to mix it properly. It just seemed kind of convenient since there wasn't any bar service.

They chatted casually for a while and worked on their drinks. Paul was roughly the same age as they were both in their Junior year in college but Randy certainly couldn't place him from any classes or anything. It wasn't that surprising as they went to a rather large college and there would have been no reason to notice him before. She sort of thought she remembered him from high school but she found out later that he had gone to a private school so she was obviously confusing him with someone else. All the better. Recognition was not desired on any level.

After a while she started feeling kind of funny and worried for a moment that the ring had slipped off or something. That was crazy as she was obviously still a woman but the sensation was unusual and unfamiliar. Even though they had the door closed the music seemed louder for some reason and she assumed that they had just cranked the volume up even more. That was a good way to get the neighbors to complain she thought but suddenly she realized that Paul had her by the hand and was leading her to the door.

"Come on. Let's go groove on the music," Paul said as they headed back into the main part of the house.

The music was thumping in a very hypnotic way and someone had turned on some colored lights that were in synch with the sound. Maybe they had been on all the time before and she just hadn't noticed them but it didn't really matter one way or another. She was mesmerized by them and found herself kind of bouncing up and down without really thinking about what she was doing. Paul was right there grinning like a Cheshire cat and bouncing along with her.

Randy was still feeling a little funny but it was more of a good kind of funny now for some reason. This kind of music had never been a favorite of hers but now she found it absolutely wonderful. It was hypnotic. It was more than that it was transcendental she thought. Why hadn't she enjoyed it more before?

She was feeling very free now, sort of like she felt in the wet t-shirt contest and she suddenly had a desire to rip off her top and shake her boobs but didn't. Instead she danced very close to Paul and let her tits rub up against his chest. She felt hands lifting her tiny skirt up a bit but paid it no heed. If people saw her panties so what? Of course she just had on a black thong that was barely a piece of string running up the crack of her butt but who would be looking at her ass with all these amazing lights reaching straight into your brain?

They danced for a while, maybe an hour...maybe a year, she couldn't tell. Then Paul was leading her by the hand again and she happily followed wherever he was taking her. They went outside and along a little pathway that led to the garage. Maybe they were going for a drive she thought. That was a funny thing to do at a party. Paul produced another key and opened a door at the side of the garage. As they stepped inside she realized that she was in a room that had been partitioned off from the main area where the cars were kept. It was kind of sparsely furnished but there were colorful posters on the wall and a bed in one corner.

Paul immediately began to take his clothes off and Randy just watched him intently. Naked men aren't scary, she thought, they're actually kind of beautiful in their own way. Well, maybe not beautiful but certainly sexy. Paul was kind of cute. Not a body builder or a male model or anything but just a regular guy. A regular naked guy with his dick hanging out. That looked like a dick that needed to be sucked and Paul obviously agreed as he led her to the bed and they both side on the side of it.

"Come on baby, show me what you can do," Paul said as he pushed her head down onto his hard cock.

Why is he pushing? That was really kind of silly. She was all ready for the taste of some good penis in her mouth. Penis suddenly seemed like a funny word and she giggled.

"You're having fun, aren't you? I knew those lips were made for giving head. You've got BJ lips," Paul cooed as he kept her head firmly in place between his legs.

BJ lips. That was an interesting thought. Could you really tell if a woman liked giving head just by looking at her lips? She would have to test that theory somehow in the future. At the moment she was just trying not to gag as Paul had a firm grip on her hair and was shoving her head up and down on his cock with some forcefulness.

After a while he pulled her head up and kind of ripped at her top. She managed to get it off without him totally destroying it and reached for the back of her bra but his hands were already there. Soon the bra disappeared somewhere and the miniskirt soon followed. She was now down to her tiny little thong and her shoes and Paul was kind of climbing all over her.

Randy tried to kiss him but Paul was more interested in shoving his cock between her tits and squeezing them as he jerked his stick up and down. Suddenly for a fleeting instant it wasn't a cock at all wrapped in her breasts but a hissing snake. Not a charming euphemistic one-eyed trouser snake but an actual reptile! She almost screamed and jumped back on the bed in horror.

"What's the matter baby? Why are you freaking out? I only gave you one hit of Molly," Paul said in a slightly annoyed voice.

"You gave me what?" Randy stammered.

"A Molly. You know...Ecstasy...MDMA."

"You fucking bastard! Are you out of your mind?" Randy yelped.

"What's the big deal? Everybody's rolling at this party. Shit, I took two hits and you don't see me climbing the walls. It just makes you feel good."

Randy stumbled off of the bed and somehow got more or less back into her clothes. Paul was half protesting and half coaxing but she tuned him out completely as she made her way back to the street and somehow found her car.

She was terrified of the thought of driving in this condition but once she had gotten out into the night air she felt a tiny bit better and just knew that she had to get away from this place as quickly as possible. She thought about calling someone to pick her up but who would she call in this body? The thought of simply slipping off the ring didn't occur to her in this rattled frame of mind. There would just be too many questions and the hassle of having to come back later and get the car. Better to get the hell out of here and go somewhere...anywhere until this stupid drug wore off.

As she drove very carefully back towards her home she suddenly remembered the ring and had an idea. Maybe the drug was only in her female system and would disappear as soon as she turned back into a man. It was certainly worth a try and since she had to change back soon anyway she just found a parking lot by a row of stores that were closed for the night and tugged at the ring. She tugged again. It still didn't budge. The ring was stuck on her finger!


CHAPTER 5:

This had happened the first time she wore it. The deal Randy and Craig had made was to wear the ring for just 24 hours each but her turn went much longer because she couldn't remove the damn thing. This couldn't be happening all over again. She just had to relax and be calm. It came off eventually before so it would logically come off eventually again. It sounded good in her head when she thought it but it wasn't making the ring budge at all.

If she went home like this she was taking a huge gamble. Maybe everyone would already be asleep and no one would hear her come in and she could just slip silently into her room and find something to pry the ring off with. It might work but it was a risk she wasn't anxious to take. Her mother sometimes stayed up late and her sister had a habit of popping into the kitchen at all hours so she needed a better plan. There really was only one place to go but she dreaded making the phone call.

"Dude you've got to help me," Randy cried into the phone.

"Who is this?" Craig inquired a little suspiciously.

"It's me...it's Randy. I did a really stupid thing and put the ring on again. Don't go ballistic on me, I know I should have told you about it but I put it on and some asshole slipped me a Molly and now I can't get it off so I can't go home and I need a place to go."

"Who the hell gave you drugs?" Craig demanded.

"It doesn't matter. I'll tell you about it later. Can you get me into your house without causing a riot?"

"Yeah, I think so. Come to the back door and I'll let you in. Just text me when you're getting close."

Randy breathed a sigh of relief and headed for Craig's house, which wasn't too far from her own but was actually a tiny bit closer to where she was now. As she pulled onto Craig's street she sent a quick text message and Craig was waiting at the door.

"Holy shit woman! Why are you dressed like that?" Craig said sternly.

"Later. We can talk later. Let's just get into your room," Randy pleaded.

Craig probably would have been mad at Randy for using the ring in secret but seeing her as the female Randy had kind of changed everything. She was just as hot as Craig remembered and in that sexy outfit he was sporting some wood in no time.

"So what made you put that thing on and go out in public all of sudden? And why are you dressed like that and who gave you the drugs?"

Craig's tone of voice had softened considerably and it made Randy feel more at ease. They sat on the bed next to each other but not terribly close. Randy noticed that Craig took a peek at her legs as she was sitting down and it made her kind of happy.

"I don't know whether it's these stupid dreams I've been having or the fact that I've noticed certain feminine behavioral patterns developing in me but I was seized with an irresistible impulse to be female again so I bought a new outfit and went to some stupid party with a bunch of people I don't know and there was this guy Paul who made me a screwdriver but he apparently spiked it with some Ecstasy and then we were in this little garage kind of room and his cock turned into a snake and I had to go."

The words all tumbled out of Randy in a hurry and there appeared to be tears forming in her eyes. Craig was tempted to laugh at her story but one look at her face had him sidling over next to her while he placed a friendly arm on Randy's shoulder.

"Hey, don't worry about it honey, I'm not mad or anything, How could I be mad seeing you like this again? I'm just a little jealous I guess. I thought it was my cock you were lusting after."

"It was and it is and I was the one who was mad at you for laughing at my dreams and being all unsympathetic so I suppose I was looking for kind of a revenge fuck or something plus I didn't really want to be this way in front of you again because I was afraid that it would only make things worse, or make it harder to shake from my mind or something," Randy rattled off in rapid fire again.

"Are you sure they didn't give you any blow at that party?" Craig joked. "You're talking a mile a minute."

"Oh Craig darling I don't know what to do," Randy moaned as she threw herself into his arms and really began to cry. "It's just like before. I can't get the damn thing off."

"We'll get it off, don't worry. Just try to relax and chill out. You know you can get off it just may take a little time."

"But how much time?" Randy sobbed. "I need to get home but I can't go looking like this."

"Just send them a text saying you're spending the night with me and you'll be home when you get home," Craig suggested.

"Really? You don't mind putting me up?"

"Of course not."

"Oh thank you darling."

Randy's tears went away almost as fast as they had appeared and she threw her arms around Craig's neck and kissed him. Craig was a little surprised at how long the kiss was lasting and pulled away for a moment.

"Hey, I'm not sure this is such a good idea. I mean, I don't want to take advantage of you or anything. Ecstasy is kind of a sex drug you know," Craig pointed out.

"You're so sweet. Not an asshole like Paul."

"You probably ought to call the cops."

"Silly, I can't talk to the police like this. Officially I don't even exist. Besides, it would just be my word against his."

"Then tell me where he lives and I'll go kick his ass," Craig hissed.

"As romantic as that sounds I really don't want you getting into any fights over me. And in all honesty I don't know where he lives. It wasn't his house," Randy shrugged.

Randy had learned a valuable lesson tonight. Going out alone without telling anyone where she was going, dressing in provocative clothes, attending a party where she didn't know anyone and accepting a drink from a man who had to leave the room to get it all added up to a risky situation. Of course how she was dressed shouldn't have mattered but in many sexual assault cases it looked very bad for the woman. There was often an assumption that she "got what she deserved" for being such a brazen hussy.

She couldn't really understand what Paul had been thinking. She had definitely been thinking about fucking him even before he spiked her drink. To be fair maybe he just assumed that she would enjoy the party more with a hit of Molly, which in truth she was, but why so forceful when they got to the bedroom? She was ready to get it on with the guy. He didn't need to jam his cock down her throat.

Maybe Paul was just a little too high himself or maybe he assumed that everybody at the party was planning on taking that drug because it was that kind of party or maybe he figured a girl like Randy was way out of his league and needed something to tip the odds in his favor. God knows men have plied women with liquor for centuries in an effort to loosen them up and get them in the sack. The saddest possibility was that he was the kind of jerk that enjoyed the power trip he got from incapacitating his female victims. For some guys the sex isn't really the important part it's the domination they get off on. It was a scary thought but Randy knew she would have to be a little more careful in the future if she wanted to continue wearing the ring.

At the moment she had no choice. Craig tried to help her get it off and they tried for almost an hour but nothing made it budge. The first time it had gotten stuck it just slipped off on its own while she was washing her hands but even that trick didn't work this time. Randy's more upbeat mood started to sour again and Craig was worried that she was going to resume crying.

"Look, I can't think of anything else to try tonight. Tomorrow we can go to the garage and get a wrench or something that will let us get a really good grip on it. For now I think we ought to just call it a night," said Craig.

"What if someone sees us? Won't anyone here think it's odd that you've got some strange woman in your bedroom?"

"Well it's not like it's the first time I've had a female house guests spend the night with me you know."

Of course Randy knew that. Male Randy knew all about Craig's sexual exploits. Female Randy, however, felt a tiny bit jealous.

"I've got a sleeping bag in the closet if you want me to sleep on the floor or something," Craig suggested, not sounding too enthusiastic about the proposition.

"Don't be silly. I'm touched by the gentlemanly nature of your offer but I think it would be ridiculous not to sleep together now that we have the chance."

"So do you mean sleep or..."

"You know exactly what I mean stud."


CHAPTER 6:

Craig started to help Randy out of her clothes. She had obviously dressed in a hurry as her bra was only connected by one hook and the strap was twisted backwards. Once it was unfastened Randy gave a little shimmy of her shoulders and the undergarment sort of slid off of her body. It was an incredibly sexy thing to do Craig thought. He wondered where she ever learned that trick.

With her bare breasts now within his grasp he cupped them in both hands. How could anything so heavy just hang there so perfectly? For a moment he actually thought about the breasts he had when he was Meg but that was the last thing he wanted on his mind right now. It was Randy's tits he wanted to concentrate on and he did so with great relish.

They were both on their knees on top of the bed and Randy looked down lovingly as Craig sucked on one of her pert nipples. She gently stroked his hair and felt deliciously warm and happy. Craig could be a jerk sometimes but he was still sort of a boy and kind of immature. That would change over time.

As Craig switched to the other breast Randy unzipped her skirt and slid it off without disturbing Craig's activity. She was now as she had been with Paul wearing just her shoes and her thong. It was the same yet it was different in every single way. Craig was a friend who cared about her and who would never do anything to hurt her. She was safe here. In many ways she felt that she belonged here although that idea was really crazy if one thought about it for more than a second. She wasn't even really a she. As she had pointed out she didn't officially exist. Even so Randy couldn't help escape the nagging feeling that finding the ring hadn't just been a random stroke of good fortune. There was a tiny voice at the back of her head telling her that this was meant to be.

Craig got out of his clothes and gently laid Randy on her back. He slowly removed her shoes, making almost a ritual of it as he kissed her foot and sucked on each toe. Then it was time to slip her thong off and he finally beheld the wonder of that mysterious cavern between her legs that he so longed to explore again. His fingers made the first tentative forays as he ran them around her vulva. Next he gently worked them under the hood and found her little clit already somewhat swollen and very sensitive. Randy moaned and put her arms behind her head as Craig finally inserted a finger as deep as it would go inside her.

A second finger followed the lead of the first and then the tongue took its turn. The smell and taste of Randy's pussy was exactly as Craig had remembered it. After a while he came up for air but let his fingers go back to work.

"You don't know how much I've dreamed of this," said Craig softly.

"Well figuratively at any rate," Randy joked, still comfortably on her back.

"Not entirely."

"What do you mean? I thought you said you hadn't had any dreams like mine."

"I haven't. Not exactly like yours. I haven't had any dreams about being Meg again. I never said I haven't had any dreams about being with you when you were a chick," Craig confessed a little sheepishly.

"Why you lying son-of-a-bitch," Randy cried as she sat up with a jolt. "You've had dreams about fucking me?"

"Just a few."

Randy punched Craig in the arm a bit harder than she had intended to. Craig kind of winced and rubbed his arm.

"Hey! You hit pretty hard...for a girl that is."

The fight was on. They playfully wrestled and tussled and flopped around the bed, each one trying to gain the advantage. Male Randy would have been a pretty even match for Craig but the female version was certainly holding her own. She managed to grab a pillow and began to smack Craig over the head with it. They were both laughing and giggling and suddenly Craig put a finger up to his lips and the action stopped so fast it was almost comical. They had been making a lot of noise and Craig thought he heard someone outside his room. They froze in silence for an eternity before Craig decided that it was safe to resume battle.

This time Craig summoned up his strength and easily overpowered Randy pinning her to the bed on her back while he subdued her lower body by climbing between her legs and using his weight to keep her down. She struggled but it was in vain.

"It looks like I've conquered you," Craig managed to wheeze between heavy breaths.

"What are you going to do? Hit me over the head and drag me back to your cave?"

"Hey, you started it. You punched me in the arm."

"After I found out what a sneaky shack of shit you are."

"Look, how could I tell you that I had been dreaming of fucking you especially after you had told me that you had been dreaming of fucking me? Guys aren't supposed to dream about fucking their best friends. I didn't want to give you any ideas," Craig explained.

"Well we obviously both had exactly the same idea so I don't see what the problem is," Randy pointed out. "Now are you going to let me up?"

"No I don't think I am. To the victor goes the spoils you know. I want to claim my prize."

With that he lifted his stomach off of hers and instead of trying to break free Randy pulled her legs back and spread them open. Craig still had her arms pinned down and showed no sign of releasing them anytime soon as his cock began to slide softly into her moist slit.

"I guess that's fair enough," Randy purred as she felt his rigid flagpole being planted in his hard won territory.

It felt kind of funny to have her arms restrained like that but it added a new dimension to the experience. Craig had been very manly tonight. He had even offered to fight for her honor. He had certainly demonstrated that he was bigger and stronger but again she didn't really mind because she felt so safe in his arms. He wanted to protect her and take care of her and keep her from harm. That seemed like a wonderful idea to Randy.

Eventually Craig released her from his grasp and she threw her arms around his neck. It was just like the dream, only much better, and the sticky payoff would finally be going where it belonged. Hopefully this wasn't just another dream but if it was it was a very nice one.

It was so strange how different their relationship was when she was female Randy and yet it was so similar in many ways too. There was still the easy informality of their conversation and the little competitiveness that would always pop up from time-to-time. Craig had always been a bit more aggressive and could usually talk Randy into almost anything but that was more because Randy was so laid back and didn't really like big hassles. If Craig was somewhat the leader of their tiny little gang it was only because Randy had no interest in applying for the job. If Craig wanted to sweat the details and take charge of some situation that had always been fine with Randy so there wasn't any feeling of inferiority now that some men might have felt being the catcher instead of the pitcher.

On the other hand it surprised her at how easy it was to be affectionate with Craig. Calling him "honey" or "darling" or "dear" just tripped off her tongue naturally. She still called him "dude" or "guy" or "man" like before but the other terms of endearment seemed completely natural. The difference between "friend" and "boyfriend" was a little hard to define aside from the obvious fact that they didn't hesitate to have sex in their current alignment. Why didn't she feel the same tenderness towards him when she was a man? There was obviously something inside her that brought these feelings to the surface whenever she wore the ring but did they really have to disappear completely without it?

At the moment the only thing inside her that she was thinking about was the fleshy torpedo the appeared about ready to detonate deep inside her hull. Although she obviously couldn't see what was happening down there it was fairly obvious that Craig was delivering quite a load. Despite their attempts at being quiet Craig was grunting with some intensity as each spasm of his cock rocked his entire body.

It was such a beautifully feminine feeling to be part of the ancient mating ritual. She had joked about Craig acting like a caveman yet that was sort of what every man did every time he bedded a woman. That impulse to penetrate the female of the species was an overwhelming urge that most men throughout history all had in common. Male Randy had those same impulses and urges but in many ways it felt much better to be the one being penetrated, at least it seemed that way at the moment.

They hugged and cuddled and snuggled up for the night like any normal couple might do after such a lovely expression of their deepest feelings. Randy knew that it wouldn't last and that tomorrow things would go back to normal but that was tomorrow. Tonight her dream was literally coming true.


CHAPTER 7:

Tomorrow came soon enough and the problem still persisted. The ring just wouldn't come off. They tried all the logical things like icing it down and trying to get it slick with soap and used every tool in the chest short of a saw.

"Damn, I've got to get to class," Craig announced after their latest effort had failed. "I've got a big test today and needless to say I didn't study quite as much as I had planned to last night."

"What am I supposed to do?" Randy whimpered.

"Stay here I guess. I'll come back as quick as I can."

"But your family is home. I can't just sit in your bedroom. That would be totally weird."

"Can't you go somewhere to kill a couple of hours?"

"Dressed in these clothes?" Randy shot back.

"How about going to a movie? Once you're inside it'll be dark and no one will be looking at you. You just have to get your ticket and get inside quick."

"Yeah, all right, fine. That's probably as good a plan as any. You scope the way and tell me when the coast is cleat and I'll slip out the back door."

If anyone in the Monroe family did catch a glimpse of an attractive young lady making her escape it wasn't something that was going to cause any problems. Craig was an adult and was free to entertain girls if he chose to do so. It would be nice to at least introduce the young woman but college kids did what they did and who could really understand them?

Randy took her own car and headed for the local multiplex cinema. It was the typical modern arrangement with a dozen screens each showing a different movie and like most weekday matinees there wasn't much of a crowd despite the discount ticket prices. Randy tried not to notice the guy in the box office leering at her as she stepped up to the window but she didn't really care. She just needed a place to hide.

For some reason she chose a romantic comedy instead of the action picture she had actually been planning to see for a while now and settled down in as empty a section of the auditorium as she could find. She hadn't intentionally chosen a "chick flick" but the words just came out of here for some reason. She was way more in the mood for a love story than a cop drama or science-fiction shootout sort of thing.

The previews for coming attractions were already playing when a young man holding a container of popcorn made his way into her deserted aisle and stood right next to her.

"Is this seat taken?" he asked, indicating the one right next to her.

"Ah...no....I guess not."

That was all the invitation the man needed. He plopped himself down next to her and they sat silently watching the trailers.

"Popcorn?"

"Sure. Thanks."

Randy was actually starving having not eaten much before going to the party and having skipped breakfast this morning to devote as much time as possible to getting the ring off. The last thing in the world she wanted to deal with right now was some dude hitting on her but he was very polite and it was always more enjoyable to watch a movie with someone else. She kind of wondered why this guy had chosen this particular film but maybe he had a thing for the female star or he was gay or he just enjoyed romantic comedies. Or maybe he figured it was a good place to pick up chicks.

There was no question that female Randy was more openly emotional than her male version. That had been obvious from the first time she wore the ring and it was certainly the case now. Presumably the chemistry in her body was altered during the transformation which would explain a lot about why she actually thought and felt quite differently about things. It wasn't as simple as slipping on a Halloween mask or donning a costume. She was changed both internally and externally.

That fact was reinforced in her mind as she watched this silly little movie. She felt more personally invested in it. Her heart more in tune with the leading character. It was basically a funny picture but there were a couple of kind of sad moments as well and Randy could feel a tear running down her cheek.

She also felt an arm resting on her shoulder at one particularly romantic point in the film but didn't bother to remove it or object or move to another seat. It was kind of nice to have someone to share the moment with, even if it was a total stranger.

While nibbling on some popcorn she noticed that the ring was starting to slip down her finger a bit and quickly pulled her hand out of the bucket. She was delighted to be able to remove the ring at last but had no desire for it to happen right here at this moment. The oily butter topping that some movie theaters use on their popcorn must have lubricated her finger as she stuck it in the container numerous times.

When the film ended Randy and her new companion both got up silently and walked into the lobby.

"Well I guess I'll be seeing you," Randy said politely. "Thanks for the popcorn."

"Hey, can I get your phone number?" the man asked hopefully. "Maybe we could do this again sometime and throw in a dinner too or something."

"My situation is kind of...complicated," Randy said with a smile.

"You've got a boyfriend or something?"

"Or something."

She was about to leave but there was something in this young man's eyes that she found very appealing. He had behaved like a gentleman in most ways yet his whole setup seemed to imply pickup artist. For some reason Randy found him kind of intriguing. And kind of cute.

"How about if you give me your email address," Randy suggested. "I'm not making any promises but you never know."

The guy didn't have any writing materials on him but fortunately there was a contest box in the lobby where one could fill out a form and enter to win something. There was a pen attached to the box and the young man used the back of one of the entry sheets to jot down his contact info. She glanced at the paper and saw that his name was Brad Fuller.

"Well it was nice meeting you Brad."

"Nice meeting you too..."

"Randy."

"Randy. God that's a cute name. It fits you perfectly."

"Thanks. That's why I chose it."

That was a really strange turn of events she thought as she began to drive away from the movie theater parking lot. Instead of just hiding in the dark trying to kill time she had ended up really enjoying the picture and even enjoyed the company of the aggressive stranger. Well none of that really mattered now. The import thing was that the ring was going to come off and she needed to find a place to make the change in private.

Her overnight bag stuffed with male clothes was still where she left it in the backseat and with a little tussling and fidgeting she was back in her old clothes and her old body.

Randy was about to drive home when he noticed the piece of paper with Brad's info on it and crushed it into a ball. A moment later he was smoothing it back out for reasons he couldn't comprehend and placing it in a zippered pocket of his overnight bag. As she had said...you never know.

He called Craig with the good news and was actually a little pleased to hear the disappointment in his voice. On the one hand Craig was happy that Randy had solved his problem but on the other he hated to see female Randy go. So did male Randy but there wasn't any other choice. Randy stopped by the bank and put the ring back into the safe deposit box. No need to have that kind of temptation lying around where it was too convenient to get at. That whole experience could have been far worse than it turned out. Wearing that ring was like playing with fire. It was just a matter of time until you got burned.


CHAPTER 8:

It had been a wild ride for Randy. Even though it was only one day of womanhood it was still a little hard to adjust back to normal. Even a simple task like putting his underwear on seemed boring in comparison. He tried posing in his boxer shorts in front of the mirror and tried to flex his muscles in a masculine way but the image seemed more comical to him than sexy. Female Randy just had it going on. She didn't even have to strut around in a bikini or dressed in some revealing clothes. She was just more attractive and that was all there was to it.

If Pam kept filling out at the rate she was going she would probably look a lot like female Randy when she reached the same age. Randy had never really been jealous of his sister in his life but for a moment he couldn't help but feel a tinge of resentment. She got to be a girl 24/7 and didn't have to sneak around to hide that fact from anyone. She could go out as a girl anytime she pleased and not have to worry about bringing a change of male clothes along in a bag. Of course he wasn't totally comfortable with the idea of his little sister actually having sex with boys but that was naturally inevitable.

Pam had such an advantage over Randy in that she had been raised as a girl. Her interests and tastes had developed slowly over a long period of time. She had been exposed to an entirely different world of books and movies and whatnot. And she had grown up with female friends to share things with and exchange ideas and advice. Female Randy had just strolled out into the world with her tits bravely standing in front of her like the hood ornament on a luxury car and faced whatever was thrown her way. She didn't know shit about being a woman but she did the best she could.

There was no point in dwelling on things like that Randy told himself. The ring was a gimmick. It may have resulted in a transformation that was more than a costume but it was still a costume at the end of the day that needed to be taken off and packed away. He was no more a woman than he was a pirate or a ghost or anything else he had ever dressed up as for Halloween. He had to shake these girly ideas from his head otherwise he was asking for trouble.

It had been really great to make love to Craig again. There was no point in trying to deny that. It added a very special dimension to their friendship that they could never otherwise duplicate. Or could they? Randy didn't mind being on the receiving end of Craig's cock as a girl...would it be so bad as a guy? True, he didn't have a pussy but there were other holes Craig could fill. His cock wouldn't taste any different in his mouth Randy assumed. And with a little practice he could probably learn to accommodate a dick in his ass. The problem would probably lie more with Craig as instead of a hot little bitch he'd have to look at a dude while he was doing it and kissing would probably be really weird for both of them. Randy suddenly felt a little sick to his stomach and decided that this wasn't a healthy thing to even contemplate.

The sickness quickly passed and a few days later Randy found himself ordering a butt plug on the Internet. It was a totally stupid idea but for some reason the thought of playing around with a gadget like that sounded kind of appealing. The feeling of being penetrated was surprisingly pleasing and perhaps it could be duplicated without needing the assistance of the ring. He'd probably never even use the damn thing but you never know.

The other insane thing he did on the Internet was send an email to Brad Fuller. It was an act of pointless stupidity, he knew, but it was a chance to feel a little of that female magic without all the muss and fuss of actually being female.

It wasn't exactly a torrid love letter but he still got a thrill out of writing to a man who only knew him as a woman. He also felt a little guilty about writing to a guy who wasn't Craig as a girl but of course Craig knew he wasn't a girl so Brad was kind of his only other option.

The other rationalization that Randy was able to force on himself was the idea that as a woman he had only really known a tiny handful of men. Craig had kind of been convenient and logical to hook up with under their unique circumstances but maybe it wouldn't hurt to see what other men had to offer as well. Not that he would be able to remain female indefinitely but should he wish to try it again sometime or perhaps try it a little longer it might not be the worst idea to experiment and explore things a little.

Brad replied promptly with a very amusing and witty response that Randy found utterly charming. They hadn't said much of anything to each other when they met but Brad seemed to have a way with words that made Randy long for more correspondence. So unsuspecting Brad Fuller became pen-pals with a certain Miss Randy Roberts who of course only existed in his mind and in some weird fantasy space that only the Internet can provide.

When the butt plug arrived it sat in the box unopened for a few days but after dashing off an email to Brad Randy was suddenly in the mood for a little stimulation. He wasn't sure whether he was supposed to just sit on it or what. It came with a tube of a lubricating gel which made sense to him so he squeezed a little of the stuff on his finger and tried to find a position where he could insert the slippery digit into his anus. If he couldn't handle a finger he was never going to get that rubber thing up there so he went slow and easy.

It felt kind of nice and familiar. With enough lube the finger went in surprisingly easy and he was anxious to move on to the sex toy. Lubing it up heavily he set it on a chair and carefully tried to lower his ass down onto it. Suddenly it just kind of slid in a couple of inches and he let out a yell.

He froze in place, terrified that someone in the house would think he was dying or something and waited for the knock that he assumed would soon come on his door. When several minutes passed and no one responded to his alarm he calmed down a bit and resumed his endeavors.

The thing went in just fine by sitting on it but it didn't really do anything once it was there. He tried to slide up and down as if he was riding a cock but there was nothing to hold it to the chair so the butt plug just came with him no matter what he tried.

Stumbling over to the bed he managed to fall on his face while reaching around behind himself and getting a grip on the bottom of the device. He tried to simulate the effect of someone fucking his ass but the thing was so slippery that it was hard to get a grip on it. 

The whole process ended up being a little messy and awkward and not totally satisfying but not without its merits as well. Trying to fuck himself in the ass while stroking his own hard on appeared to be something only a gymnast or a contortionist could manage without great difficulty. He had given up on stroking himself part way through and just concentrated on the sensation he was feeling in his ass. It was unique. There were moments where he could sort of convince himself that he was a girl again being taken by a man but other moments where the whole thing seemed kind of ridiculous.

After cleaning up the gizmo and packing it away again he found that his erection had just faded away on its own. Just as well he thought. He didn't really feel like jacking off at the moment anyway. What he did feel like was sending another message to Brad but he didn't want to give him the wrong idea. They were just two people exchanging thoughts about movies and so on. There had been nothing sexual or romantic about much of anything they had written so far.

He decided it wouldn't hurt to write a message and just save it for later. He could send it or delete it or whatever. Taking a seat at his computer he began to compose his missive. It was a little more suggestive than anything he had written before and as soon as he was done with it he thought about discarding it but it just moved into his "draft" folder. He could always delete it later.


CHAPTER 9:

Randy was on a very slippery slope. It was becoming more and more obvious to him all the time that he was either gay or desperately longing to be a woman full-time. Neither of those prospects were completely appealing to him. What he needed now was a shock to the system or a clean break from all of this or something. He didn't really know exactly what he needed but he needed something. Maybe some kind of psychological therapy.

Suddenly an idea popped into his head. Craig has turned into a little sex machine when he wore the ring and Randy had been totally attracted to her. Meg was a dynamo of sexual energy and girlish glee that Randy found irresistible. Maybe if Meg were to put in an appearance Randy would get his manhood restored and sport fuck his way back to normal. There wouldn't be any big hang ups or complications to deal with it would just be purely for sex. Randy had been reluctant to get involved seriously with any woman since he had started having all of these conflicted feelings. Maybe that was all that was required. A good lay with a cute chick just to prove that he still liked banging girls.

Craig might not be so easy to convince but Randy figured he kind of owed him one since Craig got the benefits of Randy's conversion last time. That was the original deal when they found the ring so why shouldn't the basic rules still apply?

"What, are you nuts? I don't want to be a girl again," Craig sputtered when presented with Randy's proposal.

"Just for a night. It'll be fun. Remember how much you enjoyed it?"

"Honestly I've tried to kind of forget about it."

"You must have been tempted in all this time," Randy pressed.

"Sure, I suppose I've had a moment or two where the idea popped into my head. I mean if we're not going to sell that thing it's just kind of going to waste sitting in the bank all day. I never entirely ruled out the possibility of wearing it again I guess."

"Perfect. So here's your opportunity. You get some use out of the ring and I get my manhood restored and we both get some good sex out of the deal. Sounds like a win-win proposition to me."

"You're really that worried about your manhood?"

"Do you think I would have brought this whole thing up if I wasn't?" Randy replied with a heavy sigh. "Look man, it's really hard to tell some other dude that you've been acting like a girl....thinking like one...feeling like one. You're the only person in the world who knows my secret and might be able to understand what I'm going through. It really sucks because I'm not a chick and I'm never going to be one so getting all wrapped up in this feminine bullshit is only going to drive me crazy or something."

"All right, all right. I see your point. I guess I could be Meg again for one night if you really think that will help you."

"Thanks dude, that means a lot to m," Randy said as he slapped his pal on the back. "I'm sure you won't regret it. As I recall you were quite happy to be in that body once you had it."

"Yeah, except my tits weren't as big as yours," Craig pointed out.

"I thought your tits were just wonderful. And they tasted great too," Randy said with a grin.

"Fine. Let's just not talk about my tits again until I actually have them."

"You brought it up."

"Never mind that. We need to plan how this thing is going to go down."

"Oh I have some ideas about how you're going to go down," Randy leered.

"Stop it you pervert or I won't go at all."

"I'm just trying to get fired up. I need to be in full caveman mode for this to work."

"Lovely. I can't wait."

They decided to find some quiet, cheap motel along the highway just out of town. All they really needed was a bed, maybe a TV and someplace nearby to get something to eat. They found the perfect spot and checked in.

Craig had already put on the ring and made the switch so they just appeared to be a young couple, like countless others who had used the place for a romantic liaison. People at roadside motels don't tend to judge, they just want your money.

Just like the first time Craig had been dragged kicking and screaming into fulfilling his end of the bargain but the moment Meg appeared it was a whole different story. Meg was spunky and full of life. She had embraced the sexual aspects of her transformation before with reckless abandon and it appeared that nothing had changed this time around.

"So you want to kick back and rest for a while?" Randy suggested.

"Are you kidding? I thought we came here to fuck."

Meg was already half naked and kind of doing a little dance around the room and Randy scrambled to catch up and get his clothing off.

"I'm a sexy little bitch who's going to get drilled," Meg was singing as she continued to bounce around the room wearing nothing but her panties.

"You bet you're going to get drilled," Randy laughed. "Now get on that bed and show me your ass bitch! I can't fuck you if you're hopping around like that."

"Yes sir!"

Meg gave him a cute military salute then pulled off her underwear and hopped onto the bed. She was shaking her ass impatiently as Randy joined her.

"What are you waiting for an engraved invitation?" Meg giggled. "Doesn't my ass turn you on? Doesn't it make you horny? Oh, I can see that it does. You've got a nice big stiffy going there."

"And to think I had to talk you into this."

Randy got behind her and begin to manipulate her pussy with his thumbs while he pushed her ass cheeks apart with his fingers. This was exactly what he wanted and what he had been hoping for. Meg was a hot little sexpot who got him hard with ease. As he lined his dick up and prepared to slide it in Randy felt incredibly strong and masculine. He was going to fuck the hell out of this bitch like a real man and put all his stupid confusion out of his head forever.

Randy took the plunge and Meg responded accordingly. She was a noisy fuck and a totally squirrelly thing in the sack. The walls of the motel were probably pretty thin but the place was largely deserted at this point in the day and there was probably no one near them. Whatever. That's what a girl should sound like when she's being stuffed by a big salami Randy thought.

"Oh, you like that don't you girl?" Randy said smugly as he pounded her tight snatch.

"Fuck yes! Oh don't stop, don't stop! Give me more...give me all of it!"

Randy thought he was giving her all of it but he tried to find a little more by adjusting his position. He gave her a quick spank and then another and another. He looked down and worried that maybe he had been a little too rough because there were red marks on her ass but Meg just begged for more.

When they had finished they lay back on the bed and shared a joint. Randy felt very good about himself at that moment. He let his hand kind of roam across Meg's naked body and tried to recover his strength for the next round.

"You're really good at this you know," Meg said between puffs.

"Thanks. You're not bad yourself."

"But I was thinking...I don't really have anything to compare you to. You had someone else. Hell, you had two guys at the same time."

"What are you suggesting?" Randy asked nervously. "The whole point of this exercise was for me to feel good about sleeping with a girl again. Now you want to run off and bang someone else while I sit here and watch television?"

"I was thinking maybe we could pick up some horny guy at a bar or something and you could watch...or you could join in if you wanted to. Wouldn't it be a kick to watch me getting stuffed by some total stranger? That sounds really hot to me."

Randy's head was spinning and it wasn't from the dope. Inside that crazy slut of a girl was his good friend Craig. He was much harder to find in Meg than Randy was in female form but he was still there. Randy wasn't sure that sharing Meg was such a great idea. On the other hand maybe it would really knock any sort of emotional ideas out of his system for good. See the ring for what it is...a sex toy. Something to play with when you're in a kinky mood. Perhaps it was something to be treated like a recreational drug; fine in limited doses but not something to do so much it becomes habit forming.

"Well I don't know if it's going to be all that easy to find somebody willing to go along with this but I guess we can try a little later if you really want to."

"Hooray!" shouted Meg as she bounced up and down on the bed before kissing Randy on the cheek.


CHAPTER 10:

As it turned out it wasn't all that easy to find someone. They were kind of out in the middle of nowhere with only a couple of other businesses besides motels in the area. They tried a dive bar but none of the fellows there looked terribly appealing to Meg. They went to a fast food place and had something to eat but the crowd was mostly families and the employees seemed to be primarily female.

They went back to the room and Meg seemed kind of disappointed. Randy was slightly relieved and definitely happy that they could get back to business without any outside intrusions.

"I've got an idea," Meg suddenly announced. "Let's call someone we know and get them over here."

"You are crazy, aren't you?" Randy chuckled.

"No, I'm serious. We know all kinds of horny dudes who are probably just sitting around at home right now playing computer games or jacking it to online porn. Which of our friends wouldn't want to drive out here for a sure thing?"

"Who did you have in mind?" Randy asked suspiciously.

"I don't know but I'm sure we could think of someone," Meg replied.

"So I'm supposed to just call up one of our friends out of the blue and invite him to come have a three-way with a strange girl in a motel room out on the highway?"

"Yeah."

As Randy thought about it he realized that they probably wouldn't have any trouble at all getting a willing participant. Hell, they could probably fill the whole room if they wanted to. What horny college guy was going to turn down an opportunity like that? It would probably work but did they really want it to?

In the first place there was always the remote possibility that someone would recognize Craig or that they would slip up and say something that gave the game away. For another thing Randy wasn't sure that he really wanted to see another one of his friends naked. And how was he going to explain who Meg was or why this whole thing had happened?

"Who should we call?" asked Meg.

"I don't know...Larry?"

"Ugh, I don't want to fuck Larry."

"He's a nice guy."

"He's not my type."

"Well who the hell is your type?" Randy snapped.

"I don't know...how about Steven?"

"You think Steven's attractive?"

"Don't you?"

"I never really thought about it."

"Well if you had this ring on and you thought about it I'm sure you'd find him very attractive," Meg said with some degree of certainty that was a little disconcerting to Randy.

"All right I'll call Steven," Randy shrugged as he picked up the phone.

They struck pay dirt on the first try. Steven was more than happy to drop whatever he was doing and race over to their motel for a guaranteed three-way with a horny chick that Randy assured him was very good looking.

Steven was true to his word and soon there was a knock on their door. Randy went to welcome their guest and made the introductions, having to remember that Meg was supposed to have no idea who Steven was.

Meg was wearing nothing but one of Randy's t-shirts and her breasts were quite clearly displayed through the thin material. Randy noticed that Steven had a hard time taking his eyes off of her chest and smiled. What man wouldn't be checking her out especially after being invited here under such strange circumstances?

They rolled another joint and passed it around while they tried to make polite conversation. Randy and Meg didn't really want to offer up too much information and Steven probably just wanted to get down to the fucking portion of the festivities so Meg took the bull by the horns.

"So Steven...do you like blowjobs?"

"Ah...sure," Steven replied a little sheepishly.

"Well why don't you sit on the bed over there and make yourself comfortable and I'll see if I can make you feel good. Does that sound all right with you?"

"Hey, I'm just a guest here. Whatever you have in mind is probably fine by me," said Steven as he went to sit on the bed.

Meg got down on the floor and helped him take off his shoes and socks and pants before pulling off her t-shirt and letting it fly across the room. Steven was already quite hard as he popped out of his pants and Meg began to stroke him slowly.

"My goodness you're a big boy." she cooed.

Randy had tried not to look but it was hopeless. If he was going to watch them fuck he was going to have to see the dude's prick so he turned and looked at the bed. As he did so his mouth fell open in wonder. Steven really was a big boy. Certainly bigger than Randy or Craig. He was big and hard and bulging all over the place.

As Meg put the tip of Steven's dick in her mouth Randy felt a strong pang of jealousy. Partly because his own equipment didn't compare, partly because Meg had always been his exclusive property and most worryingly because he really wished that he had the ring on right now so that he could taste that extraordinary hunk of manliness. It would probably be hard to take it all down his throat but God he wouldn't mind trying!

It was kind of fascinating to watch Meg sucking off another one of his friends. The three of them often played pickup basketball games or went out for beers. Everything they did together seemed very typically manly. Randy wondered how Steven would react if he knew that one of that little trio was giving him head and another one was secretly longing to.

Eventually things progressed and Meg was lying on her back along the foot of the bed while Steven kind of held her legs up while he pumped her from the floor. Randy was hard as a rock but hadn't moved from the chair he was sitting in. Meg looked over at him indicated with a jerk of her head that he should join them.

Well why the hell not? Randy put down the can of soda from the motel vending machine that he had been nursing this whole time and started to peel off his clothes as he made his way to the bottom edge of the bed and stood there with his pecker ready for action.

Meg turned her neck and opened her mouth and Randy took the final step to plant himself within easy cock sucking range. At the last second he bent down and met her open mouth with his own and they kissed for ages as Meg clutched at his hair. As he finally pulled away Meg made a grab for his member and then there was nothing to do but enjoy the party.

"You know what would be awesome?" Meg suddenly spouted as she stopped sucking for a moment. "It would be awesome if you both shot your load on me at the exact same time!"

"That's kind of hard to coordinate," Randy pointed out.

"Well the first one of you that's getting ready to pop tell the other one and then he can hurry up and try to finish at the same time. Just shoot it all over my face and my tits."

Neither man wanted to be the first to climax and neither was sure that they could time it accordingly but when a woman asks you to shoot your cum all over her it's your gentlemanly duty to try and comply.

Even though Steven had a huge start it was Randy who signaled that the end was near, somewhat to his chagrin. He didn't like the idea of thinking that he didn't have enough stamina, especially since the other guy was hung like a horse.

Randy began to shower Meg with his cream and Steven jumped up on the bed next to her so that he could add his payload to the sticky mix. Meg slurped up anything that got close enough to her mouth and rubbed whatever had landed elsewhere around like it was body wash.

When the proceedings were concluded and everyone was more or less dressed again and another few puffs of weed were consumed Steven decided that it was time to say farewell. Randy walked him to the door and Steven turned to shake his hand once they were outside in the parking lot.

"Dude, I owe you big for this one," Steven gushed. "That was fucking incredible. Where did you ever meet that chick?"

"Oh, it was someone I met on Spring Break," Randy replied somewhat honestly.

"Well if you ever need a threesome like that again sign me up."

With that Steven climbed on his motorcycle and he and his huge cock sped away into the night. Randy watched him go with some sadness. Steven actually was a pretty good looking guy now that he thought of it and that dick was to die for.


CHAPTER 11:

"You want a towel or something?" Randy asked as he returned to the room.

"Sure if you don't mind being a darling and getting it for me," Meg answered.

Randy went into the bathroom and came back with towel which Meg used to sort of clean herself up. That fact that she had been drenched in semen didn't seem to bother her in the slightest.

"You know what I can't figure out? Why is it so hard for guys to get laid?" Meg asked, suddenly sounding very serious.

"I don't know. Because there are a lot of stuck up bitches who set their standards way too high?" Randy suggested.

"But having sex as a woman is like 1,000 times better than having sex as a man. I know it. You know it. Why don't all women know that?"

"Maybe they do or maybe they just haven't had the same kind of sex we've had. Our experiences are pretty limited you know," Randy pointed out. "Maybe we're still kind of riding the buzz of the novelty."

"I suppose so and I understand that men tend to arouse quicker and walk around horny most of the time while women need more coaxing to get the juices flowing but if they know how good sex is why don't they go for it more often or with less hassle?"

"Beats me. I assume it has something to do with being raised as girls or something. We're men so the first thing we want to do when we put on the ring is get laid because getting as much sex as possible is a big deal to us. It's kind of like an interactive form of pornography. We're doing what we would want other girls to do to us. Girls probably get raised on a lot of ideas about how they're supposed to behave. There's obviously a double standard. My parents totally freak out whenever Pam is with a guy but they've always been a lot more accepting of me being with a girl."

"That's so unfair," said Meg.

"I suppose they're afraid that their daughters will get knocked up by some asshole instead of waiting for the right guy to come along and start a family with," said Randy.

"Good point. I'm glad that's something we don't have to worry about. You know...you were right again. I didn't want to do this but once I did I had a total blast. I can take the ring off now and I probably won't give it another thought for ages."

Randy wished that things were that simple in his mind. It had certainly started out well and gone strictly according to plan but once Steven was brought into the mix everything kind of went haywire.

It was true that Randy had demonstrated to himself that he could still get it up and perform with a woman but he had also clearly demonstrated that he wasn't completely over the desire to be female. He had no idea why the size of Steven's tool had made such a huge impact on him but it had. It just looked so freaking hot, especially on Steven's nicely toned body.

Having dreams about being screwed by Craig while in female form was pretty weird and unsettling but they had enjoyed some very intimate moments together that were hard to completely ignore. Randy hadn't even been wearing the ring but he still found himself lusting after a dude even while he was getting blown by a chick that he regarded as someone special and a dear friend at the very least. What was that all about?

Instead of curing his problem Randy worried that he had actually made it worse by having another male buddy that he had sexual desire for. At least they had been standing on different sides of the bed and never brushed into each other or anything. If he had accidentally bumped into Steven's cock he probably would have shot his wad right on the spot.

Craig seemed to go right back to his old self once the ring was off. Randy tried to get him to open up once or twice and talk about the experience of being female again but Craig never seemed terribly interested in the subject. Unless he was just hiding it well it didn't appear that the ring had the same kind of lingering impact on Craig that it did on Randy. That of course just made Randy feel even more guilty. Despite his macho bravado at the motel he had gone right back to slipping into female thoughts and behaviors.

It was true that Craig was still very much on his mind yet he was starting to have fantasies about Steven and his correspondence with Brad had increased and become more personal in nature. He was dying to wear the ring again but not exactly sure what he would do if he did.

"Do you think we should have a policy where we have to notify the other in advance if we're planning to use the ring?" Randy asked one day.

"Why? Did you want to use it again?" Craig replied sounding somewhat hopeful.

"Well, I think I might sometime. If the mood strikes or something."

"More wet dreams about me?"

"I didn't say that."

"Sure, I don't mind if you want to use the ring. Do it up. It doesn't do anybody good where it is now."

"That's cool. I mean we both own the thing. I just felt kind of bad about taking it without telling you last time," Randy explained.

"You hereby have my permission to grow tits and a pussy anytime you want," Craig snickered.

That was all Randy needed to hear. Wearing the ring meant sneaking around and hiding secrets enough as it was. Having permission to access it at will at least took that element of guilt out of the equation.

The first thing Randy did after that conversation was go to the bank and pick up the ring. He wanted to be more prepared for his transformations by having a little more extensive wardrobe so female Randy did a bit of shopping. That led to the problem of where to hide his growing collection of girly things but he found some locking garment bags and hung those in his closet.  He also picked up a second hand steamer trunk at a thrift store that had a good lock on it and more of his junk went in there. Even the ring had its own carrying case now as he took an old cigarette lighter and removed the insides, the way you do when you refill it, and that left him with a nice little box with a hinged lid on it. It seemed like a much safer way of carrying the ring as opposed to just sticking it in his pocket.

He didn't return the ring to the bank immediately after each use, which was probably a breach of the rules, but he was kind of in the process of using it periodically these days so it seemed like kind of a hassle to run and back and forth to the bank all the time.

Since the ring was there and he had all these new clothes he snapped a selfie or two in his various outfits and sent them to Brad. Brad returned the favor but he wasn't showing off his new clothes in those pictures. In fact he didn't have any clothes on at all.

Randy was a bit taken aback by this bold move at first but he had come to realize that Brad was sort of passive/aggressive. Most of the time he was very polite and gentlemanly but every now and then he would do something to up the ante. The fact that Brad had a very nice body didn't hurt at all either. Even male Randy didn't mind a stealing a peek at those snapshots every now and then. Randy reciprocated by putting on the ring and donning a bikini top for a quick cleavage shot. Brad was going to have to work a little harder to see more than that at the moment.

For his next insane and death defying feat Randy began to conduct an elaborate scheme involving Steven. It was a crazy idea straight out of a bedroom farce or a screwball comedy but Randy couldn't really see any reason why it wouldn't work. Unfortunately he wanted his sister's help but couldn't figure any way of getting that without taking her into his full confidence. Finally he decided that he would share the secret of the ring with her.


CHAPTER 12:

"Look sis, I need your help. What I'm going to tell you will sound completely nuts and you won't believe me but it's all entirely true."

Randy and Pam were sitting on the bed in Randy's room. They had slipped in unseen, the door was locked and Pam was bristling with curiosity about all the secrecy. Randy was not in the habit of seeking her counsel or sharing his deepest thoughts so this must be something pretty big she thought.

"When Craig and I went on that trip during Spring Break we found this ring and this really old journal that explained that the ring had magical properties and that whoever put the ring on would be turned into a member of the opposite sex for as long as they wore it. With both tried it on and well...things got kind of crazy and we sort of ended up being intimate with each other if you catch my meaning."

"Oh my God! You and Craig fucked each other?" Pam gasped in amusement as much as shock.

"It isn't like how it sounds. You've got to remember we were turned into girls at the time. Well, I mean one of us was a girl each time we did it. The other obviously wasn't because there's only one ring."

"I don't believe a word of it," Pam snorted. "You just got really drunk and went totally gay for each other. That's cool. I've got lots of gay friends I don't mind having a gay brother."

"It's the truth I swear it. The ring changes you almost instantly."

"Prove it."

Randy went over to his computer and brought up a photograph of female Randy in one of her new outfits. He deliberately skipped the bikini boob shot.

"She's hot."

"That's me," Randy insisted.

"No way."

"Look at it."

Pam took a really close look at the photo and then looked back at her brother. She did this several times but still wasn't certain.

"Okay the babe in the selfie does look sort of like you but that doesn't prove anything," Pam pointed out. "That could still be just someone who resembles you a little or you did something to the picture in Photoshop. You can make people look like anything you want these days on a computer."

"Fine. I was hoping it wouldn't come to this but if you want proof I'll give it to you."

Randy had the ring ready and waiting just in case he had to provide a demonstration and as he prepared to put it on he shot a very stern look at his sister.

"Don't you dare laugh or scream or freak out or anything. I shouldn't be doing this but you're my sister and I sort of trust you. Craig's the only other person in the world who knows this secret and he'd probably get pretty pissed off if he knew I was telling you."

"I don't want to cause any lover's quarrel," Pam smirked.

"All right smarty pants here goes."

Suddenly female Randy was sitting on the bed where Pam's brother had been the moment before. Pam's jaw literally dropped and she found herself utterly speechless, probably for the first time in her life. Pam usually always had something to say about everything. A moment later the ring came off and brother Randy was right back in place.

"I don't believe it," Pam managed to stammer.

"Well you have to believe it because you saw it with your own eyes."

"Holy crap that thing is awesome!"

"Maybe not as awesome as you think," Randy cautioned. "When we got home we thought about trying to sell it but there were a lot of complications with that and there was always the possibility that we might want to use it again sometime so we locked it up and didn't even look at it again for many months. Then I started having these...dreams. Dreams where I was a woman again and making love to Craig and stuff and it started to really bug me. And it wasn't just dreams. I started reading your magazines and shit like that and thinking all these chick thoughts so I took the ring and went to this party where some dude named Paul slipped some Ecstasy into my drink and tried to force himself on me so I got the hell out of there and tried to go home but the ring was stuck and I couldn't get it off so I went to Craig's house and we spent the night and sort of did it again."

"God, I used to think you were so boring. Was I ever wrong," Pam replied with a look of both wonder and admiration on her face.

"Craig had a test the next day so while he went to class I went to the movies to kill time and I met this guy named Brad and while I was eating his popcorn the ring sort of loosened up."

"Is that what you old people call giving a BJ or something?"

"No I was literally eating popcorn. Man you've got a dirty mind."

"Says the transgendered hussy who bangs his best friend."

"Anyway, I got the ring off and things were cool but I kept feeling more and more like a girl all the time even though I wasn't wearing the stupid ring. I even started to exchange emails with Brad and some pictures like the one I showed you."

"Brad's the popcorn guy."

"Yes."

"And Paul?"

"He's the asshole who drugged me."

"Check."

Randy took a deep breath before continuing. It was really hard to explain all this, especially to his sister, but it felt sort of good to get it off his chest.

"I came up with this idea to have Craig wear the ring and become Meg again..."

"That's what he calls himself when he's a chick?"

"Yes."

"What do you call yourself?"

"Randy."

"That's convenient. Do you at least spell it with an I instead of a Y?"

"No, but that would have been kind of cute I suppose."

"Well go on," Pam insisted.

"We went to this sleazy motel and Craig became Meg and we had sex again and I was feeling pretty good about myself as a man but then Meg suggested we call Steven and get some kind of group thing going."

"You mean hunky Steven that you play basketball with?" asked Pam.

"You think he's hunky?"

"Hell yes. Don't you?"

"We'll get to that in a moment," Randy said as he prepared to continue his narrative. "Anyway Steven came over and joined us and I watched for a while and then we both ended up being with Meg at the same time but instead of making me more secure in my manhood it just mixed things up even more because now I was starting to think about Steven in a sexual way."

"I don't blame you."

"He's too old for you so get your mind out of the gutter."

"That's funny because I thought you were going to say that you saw him first," Pam shot back with a sly grin.

"I shouldn't be telling you all of this shit but I want your help. Steven owes me a favor for hooking him up with Meg so I thought I would get him to agree to a blind date with our cousin from out of town."

"You mean Phyllis? I didn't know she was coming for a visit."

"No, not Phyllis...me! I'm going to pretend to be our cousin while I'm wearing the ring."

"That's the most awesome thing I've ever heard. It's so freaking romantic."

"Glad you think so because I need you to do some shit like drop me off at his house and explain why I couldn't do it myself or help me sneak out of the house or answer the phone or whatever else might come up."

"Sure I'll do it. But now you're going to owe me a favor."

"Fine. You can borrow some of my jewelry or something."


CHAPTER 13:

Pam was not only willing to help she was positively thrilled at the prospect of having a big sister...even a temporary one. Pam insisted that they go out shopping together as girls and Randy had to admit that it was a blast. It really brought them so much closer together. As they both had gotten older they had pretty much lived separate lives even if they were living under the same roof so it was nice to kind of catch up on things and really talk for a change.

Randy sprung the trap on Steven one day when they were alone. He definitely didn't want Craig to overhear the conversation. He would probably put two and two together pretty fast and know exactly what Randy was up to.

"So I've got this cousin coming to town for a visit and I was hoping you might be able to show her around a bit if you're not busy," Randy said as casually as he could.

"Really? You want to set me up on a blind date with your cousin?"

"She's really nice I think you'll like her."

"That usually means that someone is not very pretty," Steven pointed out.

"No she's really attractive. I think you'll be pleasantly surprised," Randy insisted. "Besides, you owe me a favor, remember?"

"Yeah I do owe you one that's for sure. That Meg chick was amazing. I can't stop thinking about her."

"Just stop long enough to take out my cousin at any rate. I'm sure you'll have a good time."

The plan was well in motion. Male Randy would coordinate with Steven to get the details of their meeting ironed out. Randy then volunteered to drop his cousin off at Steven's house at the appointed hour, knowing full well that it would be Pam doing the driving instead and making the formal introductions. She would have some excuse ready as to why male Randy couldn't be there and since it should be no big deal either way hopefully no one would think it was odd.

Choosing what to wear proved to be a bigger problem than anticipated. Randy wanted to look dressy enough to be comfortable wherever they ultimately ended up going yet be casual enough as to not be too overdressed. He wanted to look very sexy but not slutty in any way. He and Pam went over everything and finally came up with a look that Randy felt good with. It was flexible enough for just about any situation short of rock climbing, which probably wasn't going to be on the agenda.

Pam got a total kick out of helping female Randy into her clothes and makeup and did a very nice job on her hair. It was fun to suddenly have an older sister even though Pam's lifetime experiences as a girl made her more of the senior partner in many ways. Randy was learning a lot about the female mind and soaking it all up like a sponge.

The big day arrived and Pam kept watch in the hall as Randy snuck silently towards the back door. There was way too much preparation involved this time to do a quick change on the road so they had to both be very stealthy about sneaking out of the house.

"So what do I tell him your name is?" Pam asked once they were on their way to Steven's house.

"Randy I suppose."

"Isn't that a little weird?"

"I don't know. Tell him it's a family tradition or something. I can't be making up a new name on the fly right now. I'd probably forget it half way through the evening."

"Sure thing. Randy it is."

They arrived at Steven's right on time and both went up to the front door. Steven's roommate Jake greeted them and invited them to come inside. Randy didn't know Jake well at all but she suddenly realized that he wasn't bad looking either. He had very large arms that looked like a guy who pumped some iron. The physique wasn't lost on Meg either who leaned over and whispered into Randy's ear.

"You take Steven and I'll take the roommate."

"Cool your jets young lady. This isn't a double date."

"Maybe it ought to be," Meg replied.

Steven came in and the introductions were made. Steven did find it kind of funny that Randy and her cousin had the same first name but she quickly pointed out that it was spelled differently.

"Oh yeah, it's a big crazy family tradition," Meg chimed in, relishing the spotlight. "I've got an uncle named Randy and a third cousin twice removed who married a guy named Randy and I'm told that my parents even thought about making Randy my middle name."

"Well it's cute, I like it...whichever way you spell it," said Steven with a charming smile.

"Sorry my brother couldn't make it tonight but he's probably off with another one of his many women. It's a different girl every night with that guy," Meg chirped.

"Yeah, I never really thought of him as a ladies' man until recently but now I hear he's quite popular," Steven commented, thinking back to their motel adventure.

"Well it's always the quiet ones you have to watch out for," Meg said solemnly.

"Thanks for giving me a lift...cousin. Now don't you have somewhere to be?" Randy asked, wanting to kick his sister in the shins.

"Nowhere in particular," she replied.

"I thought you had that thing...you know...that thing you needed to do."

"Oh, sure that thing. I'm glad you reminded me."

Meg wanted to stay and flirt with Jake but Randy was finally able to coax her out the door and Steven grabbed a helmet off of a table and handed it to Randy.

"I guess I should have told you I ride a motorcycle. I hope this doesn't mess up your hair too much but I'm afraid it's the law that you have to wear it."

A motorcycle! Oh, crap...Randy knew that yet it hadn't factored into the plans at all. How could such an important details been totally overlooked? Oh, well there was nothing to do now but put the helmet on and hop up behind Steven. It was kind of nice to have an excuse to wrap her arms around his waist very tightly so that kind of made up for any wardrobe malfunctions this mode of transportation might prompt. Steven kicked the engine into gear and Randy felt a surge of excitement. It was kind of thrilling to be riding on a motorcycle with your hot date. It all seemed very sexy.

The restaurant they pulled up at was very familiar to Randy. It was primarily a steakhouse but they had a variety of other things on the menu as well. It was a very popular place to take girls on "fancier" dates and male Randy had entertained a few ladies here himself.

"I don't know how you feel about blind dates but I have to admit that I had my reservations about the idea when your cousin suggested it," Steven admitted as they were waiting for their food to arrive.

"Me too but he spoke very highly of you so I felt pretty comfortable," Randy replied.

"Well, now that I've met you I have to confess that I'm totally blown away. He said you were really attractive but that's kind of an understatement. Still I can't imagine a girl like you wanting to be set up on a date. You must have men falling at your feet all the time."

"I think my cousin thought we might hit it off and if I'm in a strange town I'd much rather go out with someone who comes so highly recommended."

"I think you'll like the food here," said Steven cheerfully.

"Oh I do. I mean, I came here once with family when I was visiting. I think it was this place," Randy stammered, trying to recover from the error. "So tell me about yourself."

That was a good way to switch the subject. It was funny hearing one of your best friends describing themselves to you as if you were a total stranger. Steven exaggerated a few things and left out some others but basically he was pretty honest about who he was. Randy tried to keep the conversation away from too many personal details about her own life since she didn't really have one. 

Dinner went very pleasantly as they both enjoyed their meals and shared a bottle or decent wine. It was interesting to see Steven in this different light. It wasn't that he was trying to be fake or pretend to be something that he wasn't but he definitely behaved a little differently in the presence of a woman. He seemed a bit more mature and he chose his words more carefully. He was obviously trying to make a good impression and it was working.

After dinner Steven suggested a club where they could get drinks or maybe dance a bit. Again it was a place quite familiar to Randy and it made her a little nervous. Craig was no stranger to this hangout and if he were to walk in all of sudden things could turn into a disaster.

They stopped in for a drink and did hit the dance floor for a while. Randy kept a nervous eye on the door the whole time they were there but hopefully Steven didn't seem to notice. On the other hand she was "introduced" by Steven to a couple of guys she already knew but none of them knew about her secret and never once suspected a thing.

"Are you in a hurry to get back?" Steven asked as they departed the club.

"Not at all. The night is young," Randy replied.

"We could go for a drive or hit up another club or go back to my place or something," suggested Steven.

"Your place sounds just fine."


CHAPTER 14:

Jake was nowhere to be seen once they got back to the house so they sat on the couch in the living room and just kind of looked at each other without saying too much for a while. Randy was trying to guess what was going through Steven's head. Using the male part of her brain she figured that he probably really wanted to fuck her but since she was the relative of a friend who had set them up on this date he had to be careful about how fast he moved. This obviously wasn't a situation like the one with Meg where kinky sex was the whole object of the get-together. He probably also had her pegged as a "nice" girl who wouldn't want to do too much on a first date. On the other hand he also knew that she was only in town for a visit so if he went too slowly he might blow his chance to fool around at all. Randy thought she had it all just about figured out just as Steven leaned over and kissed her.

Kissing was very nice she thought. She let her tongue slip into his mouth and felt his entwining with her own. They scooted a little closer together on the couch and hands began to roam freely.

Steven began to squeeze and fondle Randy's breasts while kissing her neck and she just leaned her head back and enjoyed the sensation. She knew he had big hands because she had seen him "palm" a basketball many times. Her tits were impressive but much smaller than basketballs so he cupped them effortlessly in his grasp.

Suddenly a light switched on and Jake kind of half walked half stumbled through the room wearing boxer shorts and a tank top. He was headed for the kitchen.

"Don't mind me," said Jake kind of sleepily. "Just getting another beer."

Soon Jake had a beer in hand and shuffled off the other way, stopping for a moment before shutting out the light.

"Hey, you're cousin is really kind of cute. How old is she anyway?"

"Seventeen," Randy replied.

"Shit. Jailbait. I should have known it."

With that the light went out again and Jake disappeared into the darkness. Meg was going to be eighteen in about a month and half but Randy didn't want to do anything to encourage the guy.

"I don't think he'll be back anytime soon but maybe to be on the safe side we should adjourn to the bedroom," Steven suggested.

""Show me the way," said Randy, knowing full well where it was located.

Once the bedroom door closed the pace picked up considerably. They flopped on the bed and Randy let her hand fall between Steven's legs. He was quite hard and it was obviously difficult for his pants to contain such a monster once it was unleashed. She was terribly anxious to set it free so she undid his zipper and pulled his pants off. The bulge in his underwear was tremendous but she wasted little time in getting his shorts off too and then she literally gasped in wonder as his giant post stood upright like an obelisk.

She knew what to expect of course but it still took her breath away. She was drawn to and terrified of it at the same time. She thought about her Psychology class where they had studied Freud and the phrase "penis envy" suddenly popped into her head. She knew that this wasn't exactly what Freud was referring to and that the theory was largely discredited these days but she felt some kind of cock worship for lack of a better term.

The fact that he was bigger than male Randy was certainly a part of it because it made it easier to think of Steven as a "real" man and to dismiss his own genitalia as nothing more than an overgrown clitoris. In fact Randy had already begun to refer to his own penis as a little "clitty stick" a few times in his mind. It made him feel better about his growing obsession with femininity. If his dick wasn't really a dick than he wasn't really a man anyway so it was okay to be attracted to other men.

It didn't seem possible that such a thing would really fit inside her and she honestly had no idea whether bigger really was that much better but it just looked so impressive she knew she had to try. It was almost like it was metal and there was a powerful magnet in her pussy. With some effort she managed to straddle Steven's body and kind of squatted over him. It probably didn't look very graceful but that wasn't the point at the moment. The point was to get that thing inside of her and she finally got everything in line.

Down she went...inch by inch. It was sort of like riding the world's slowest elevator as it just kept going and going. And then she was down. Pegged to his body as she was there was really nothing to do at this point but bounce up and down so she bounced. Up and down she went over and over again and her boobs bounced with her in a sort of hypnotic way. Sometimes she grabbed them and held them in place and other times she threw her arms behind her head. More than once she had to steady herself on the bed for fear of falling over but she rode on and on.

How many times she climaxed while riding that juicy pogo stick she had no idea bur she was very wet indeed which certainly helped in keeping the machinery going. She was making ridiculous noises and Jake was probably getting an earful in his room nearby but there was no stopping the sounds emanating from her at this point.

God I love being a woman Randy thought when she was able to think at all. I love it, love it, love it, love it! Steven was pretty happy about the fact that Randy was a woman too because he was making his own sounds of pleasure.

Eventually Steven decided that he needed to be more proactive here and lifted Randy off of his prick. He neatly positioned her on her hands and knees and took a nice firm hold of her waist as he began to bang her from behind. This was probably Randy's favorite position, although she liked being on her back too. Something about doing it "doggie style" really resonated within her soul. Each thrust of Steven's mighty sword chipped away another tiny piece of Randy's manhood and she was happy to feel it fly off in all directions.

As male Randy she had of course already seen Steven cum. They had jacked off together all over Meg with the tip of their dicks only inches apart at times. That was a strange thing to have in the back of your mind at a time like this but it only fueled her excitement all the more. Randy knew right there in the motel room that she wanted that cum for herself and had actually orchestrated this whole elaborate scene just to make it happen. That made her feel very clever and proud of herself.

"I'm about to cum baby, where do you want me to do it?" Steven finally moaned.

Randy didn't bother with words. She simply wriggled off his dick and turned to face him with her mouth wide open and her tongue sticking out. Steven scooted forward a little and took careful aim just as the first steaming jet let loose. It hit her nose so he adjusted his shot and soon rope after rope of hot semen was covering her lips and tongue. Some sailed straight into her mouth and was quickly swallowed down while the rest she kind of slurped up with her tongue.

Before his beautiful erection could disappear Randy wanted to stroke and lick it for a bit as a fond farewell. It was so hot to the touch she thought for a moment that it might burn her hands but had it been a pillar of fire she still would have reached for it.

She had decided before going out with Steven that she wasn't going to spend the night with him but had definite second thoughts now. She knew that it would be easier to get back into the house if she came home in the middle of the night and Pam was expecting her call to come pick her up. Still curling up with this stud and maybe enjoying some good wakeup sex seemed like just about the best idea in the world.

"Will I be able to see you again before you leave?" Steven asked as Randy was reluctantly putting her clothes on.

"Would you really like to?" she asked coyly.

"Oh God yes," Steven replied. "You're something really special. I feel like we have a real connection."

"Me too lover. I think I can manage it. Why don't I give you a call when I figure things out."

"Cool, let me give you my number."

"Oh I have it already...I mean my cousin has it I'm sure. I'll just get it from him."

"Hey, tell that guy a big thanks from me for making this happen. I think I owe him big-time again."

"Oh, you owed him some kind of a favor?" she asked wickedly.

"It's not really worth talking about," Steven said with a shrug. "He's just been doing me a lot of favors recently."

"Well that's my cousin. He's a very generous guy."

While waiting for Pam to arrive they passed the time by kissing in the living room and it got so heated that they almost forgot that Randy was about to go home until the lights of a car shone through the window and brought them both back down to earth.

"You will try to see me again?" Steven insisted.

"If I can manage it I certainly will."

To paraphrase Pete Rose she would walk through hell in a gasoline suit to have that cock inside her again.


CHAPTER 15:

"So...how did it go?" Pam said expectantly once they were on their way home.

"Oh man, I can't talk about stuff like that with my little sister," Randy replied.

"Hey, I'm not so little and I'm not a virgin you know."

"You're not? I guess I just sort of thought...well....I guess I never really wanted to think about that. Who was it?"

"It's not just one guy. You think I'm a nun or something?" Pam said rather tersely.

"Shit, I had no idea you were such a slut," Randy teased.

"I'm not a slut. Why do people always think that a girl who likes sex is a slut? You have no idea how much easier you have it as a guy. If people think you're a ladies' man it's a compliment and everyone thinks you're cool but a girl who sleeps around is some kind of a whore."

"I guess we're both whores then because I sure like sex as a girl too," Randy admitted.

"So you guys fucked?"

"Yes we fucked."

"Was it good?"

"Fantastic. Now I don't think we need to go into details, okay?"

"Don't be such a prude. I don't usually have a sister to talk to about these things you know. That's what a big sister is supposed to do, give advice and stuff."

"Well I don't know who is more qualified to being advising who but if you really want to have a sex chat sometime I suppose that might not be the worst thing."

Pam once again scoped out the inside of the house before signaling Randy that it was safe to enter. Before disappearing into her room she gave Pam a huge hug and thanked her for all of her help. Then it was time to take off the ring and hit the showers. 

After toweling off Randy checked his email and found a message from Brad but decided not to read it tonight. He was still basking in the afterglow of sex with Steven and it seemed better not to cloud the issue at the moment with thoughts of other guys.

Finding out that Pam had an active sex life had come as a bit of a shock. Well, why not? She was a healthy, attractive young woman with a sharp mind and a witty personality. He knew that she dated a lot more these days but just never jumped to the conclusion that she was doing anything hot and heavy. Maybe she wasn't really and was just acting older or trying to compete with her sister or something but there was no reason to assume that she wasn't telling the truth.

The fact that she was so brazen about announcing her desire for Jake had also come as a surprise. Randy didn't know Jake very well but he was a college guy and way too old for Pam. Of course Pam would be in college soon enough so they probably weren't more than a few years apart but it was hard to picture his own sister dating that guy. Of course she had one huge advantage in that she was really a girl and she lived in the same town so if she actually wanted to date Jake it would be technically possible...once she turned eighteen of course. That would be really weird knowing that she was going to Steven's house all the time or even seeing her there when he was hanging out with Steven.

What if it was Steven who wanted to date Pam? He wasn't any older than Jake and if she was hanging around all the time Steven might start to get in interest in her. There was definitely a family resemblance so maybe Steven would settle for the next closest thing if he couldn't get Randy on a regular basis. Maybe both Steven and Jake would want to double-team her or something the way Steven and Randy had done Meg. Randy shuddered at the thought partly out of brotherly instincts to be protective and partly out of rampant female jealousy. Damn things could get really confusing really fast.

The question now was how long could he string his "cousin's" visit out for and how many more times could he see Steven? He had originally planned for a one-night-stand and the excuse that the cousin was only in town for a day or two. Since the whole thing was a total fabrication the cousin could just as easily hang around for a week or more theoretically. Of course the more they saw of each other the greater the danger of things developing into a real romance. Steven would expect contact information and want to stay in touch and might even plan a surprise visit to the house that didn't exist. It was probably better to quit while he was ahead and hope that Steven just forgot about female Randy...or Randi or whatever.

Still there was sort of a promise to see Steven at least once more so maybe another date wouldn't be the end of the world. On their first date Randy had made up a story about having played on her high school girls basketball team and kind of jokingly challenged Steven to a game of one-on-one. When she called Steven to see about another get together she was kind of shocked that he was taking her up on the offer. Apparently he liked the idea of her being an athletic girl and appreciated their shared passion for the game. It sounded like fun to get out on the court and shoot some hoops with Steven since it was one of their favorite activities anyway. Again the fear of Craig showing up or being invited reared its ugly head and Randy did some fast talking to insist that she wanted to be alone with him which was fine by Steven. They'd go one-on-one on the court and hopefully again afterwards in the bedroom.

Randy had no female sporting attire to speak of so he sent Pam out to buy some shorts a tank top and a sports bra. Just for good measure she took a scissors to the bottom of the tank top so that it wouldn't cover her stomach and added a sweatband to her forehead. Now she looked appropriately athletic and sexy at the same time.

Whether Steven thought it was odd that he wasn't picking her up again he didn't say but Pam delivered Randy to the basketball court a little early so that there wouldn't have to be any explanation for male Randy's absence again. She was shooting some practice hoops when Steven came up behind her and put his arms around her waist.

"Hello beautiful. You've got a pretty good shot. I was admiring your form," said Steven.

"You mean a good shot for a girl?"

"No, I mean you really seem to know what you're doing. I may have my hands full with you."

"If you're lucky I'm sure you will," she said slyly.

Normally Steven and Randy were an even match on the court but now Steven was taller and a bit stronger. Randy might have gained a bit of an edge in quickness but it was hard to offset the extra reach. Still she gave him a run for his money and he was both surprised and impressed at how smoothly she handled the ball. She could drop in a jump shot with ease if she got open but it was hard to get a clear shot with Steven right on top of her like glue.

They played a few games which Steven won but not by much. A couple of times Randy had caught him taking it easy on her and she insisted he play all out. While they were taking a break Randy suggested that they play a shooting game instead that would be a test of their ability to make baskets from various parts of the court without any distractions involved.

"If you win I'll take you behind that shed over there and give you a blow job," Randy announced.

"What do you get if you win?" asked Steven.

"If I win I'll take you behind that shed over there and give you a blow job," she smiled.

Steven snatched up the ball, stood right under the basket and made the most horrible shot Randy had ever seen. Steven just turned with a huge grin on his face.

"You win!"


CHAPTER 16:

Randy had actually been behind this shed before for sexual purposes but that was back in junior high when he was allowed to cop a feel from a girl named Charlotte. Charlotte was kind of flat-chested so there wasn't that much to feel but it was a major sexual triumph to know that you had actually touched someone's tits.

This was a little more intense. Steven had Randy backed up against a wall and was vigorously copping a feel of his own. The flimsy little tank top wasn't much of an obstacle so he was squeezing and groping away while they kissed.

"We better try to do this pretty quick if we don't want to get caught," Randy suggested.

Steven dropped his shorts around his ankles and Randy got down on her knees, which wasn't too comfortable on the hard pavement, but a deal is a deal and she knew she had to take one for the team no matter how uncomfortable it was on her knees.

She had seen Meg blowing Steven so she knew it was humanly possible but now that she was confronted with the task it almost seemed more than she could handle. She worked his shaft with her hand a lot and kind of bobbed on the tip of his dick without going too deep and she hoped she could get him off without having to do much more than that.

Steven groaned and put his hand on her head and for a moment she had a horrible flashback to that moron Paul who had jammed his cock down her throat at the party. Paul was certainly no match for Steven in the size department but even that cock had been a little hard to take down her throat by force. She decided to take the initiative and see if she couldn't get some more of his meat down voluntarily.

There was no way she was going to suck him down to the balls or anything but she did manage to get a fairly large percentage of his manhood in her mouth before he rewarded her with that intoxicating beverage that one can only have dispensed by a male sex organ.

Randy didn't really understand all the fuss about swallowing cum. It was thick and sticky and the taste wasn't to everyone's liking but it wasn't that hard to ingest and once you got used to it why not drink it down? Men appreciated it so what the hell? Randy always felt a sense of accomplishment whenever she made a man cum. It was a clear sign that she had done her job well.

They got away with their little romp behind the shed and shot a few more hoops before hitting the showers. In this case the shower was in Steven's house and they jumped in together before piling into bed where they could fuck freely without worrying about being seen.

Again Randy felt reluctance in going home but it was probably the best strategy. The ideal relationship with Steven was probably a sure thing hookup whenever she supposedly was in town for a visit. That could be seldom or often but it just couldn't be allowed to turn into a serious relationship. No one could keep that front going forever.

It was time to send cousin Randy on her way and put the ring back in the bank. Randy felt a little bad about not seeing Craig while she was a woman this time but it just wasn't part of the game plan. Pam was sorry to see her sister depart but Randy assured her that they would have more quality girl time together fairly soon.

A few weeks later Randy was shooting some baskets with Steven at the same court where their one-on-one match had taken place and Randy found it difficult not to be a little distracted. The memory of blowing Steven behind the shed was a hard thing to shake when the situation was so similar except for one major difference.

"Dude, you are the best," Steven said as he lined up a jump shot.

"I'm glad you and my cousin hit it off so well. I hear she really had a good time," Randy replied.

"It's not just that. It's that chick Meg too. She called me up out of the blue and asked if I wanted to go out, but I guess you already knew that since she said you gave her my number."

"Oh...yeah. She said she might call you sometime," Randy said, trying to sound somewhat convincing.

"Your cousin is totally awesome, like someone you want to bring home and introduce to your parents someday but there's something really crazy hot about that Meg."

"She's a wild one all right."

"Man I should have gone with you guys on that Spring Break trip if that's the kind of girls you were hanging out with," said Steven wistfully.

"I'm sure you would have had the time of your life had you been there," replied Randy.

So now Randy was Steven's pimp, or at least his personal dating service and what the hell was Craig doing throwing himself at Steven? This was going to require a serious conversation.


CHAPTER 17:

"What the hell are you doing calling up Steven?" Randy demanded to know.

"I talk to Steven all the time," Craig replied calmly.

"Not as Meg you don't."

"What's the big deal? I figured you of all people would understand."

"I thought you weren't all that crazy about the idea of wearing the ring," Randy pointed out.

"I'm not usually. I guess I just started thinking about how much fun I had at the motel and...well..."

"How big his dick was?"

"Yeah, I suppose so. There's something very sexual about that guy," Craig said with a shrug of his shoulders.

"Did it ever occur to you that I might be interested in dating him?"

"Honestly no. I can genuinely say in all sincerity that such a thought never entered my mind."

"Well I have dated him. More than once in fact," Randy stated proudly.

"So what? You're like going steady or something? Who cares? I just want to fuck him, not plan a wedding."

"So you find him attractive," Randy said in an accusatory voice.

"Yeah you know that. That's why I suggested calling him at the motel," Craig reminded him. "You didn't seem all that hot and bothered then."

"I was a man then."

"You're a man now."

"Now it's different. Now I know what it's like to be with him."

"This is really insane, you know that?" Craig said with a slight sneer. "Here we are talking about how big Steven's prick is and arguing about who thought he was attractive first like a couple of jealous bitches about to have a cat fight. Neither one of us is a real woman nor will we ever be. The ring is just a passport to kinky sport fucking. I'm not interested in trying to take Steven away from you and whatever it is that you've got going on with him I just want his dick inside me again, that's all. Besides, the way you made it sound I thought you were sort of in love with me or something."

"Well I am sort of in a way," Randy sputtered, trying to remain indignant. "That doesn't mean I can't see other guys if I want to."

"Fine, see all you want just don't freak out if I want to use the damn thing once in a while too. It's half mine you know and you've already used it way more than I have I imagine."

"You haven't said how you feel about me?" Randy said softly.

"You mean you as a girl? I adore you. You're fabulous. You're everything I could hope for in a girlfriend if such a thing was possible but since we both know that it's not what's the point of making things more difficult? Sure, I'm a little jealous that Steven has had you but I have no right to be jealous and it's not healthy at all under the circumstances. This thing really seems to be messing with your head dude. I really don't think we should be fighting over men. That seems weirdly inappropriate."

Craig was absolutely right about everything. Randy was being moody and emotional and totally irrational. Randy was the one who had talked Craig into wearing the ring again against his will. How could he blame him now if he wanted a repeat performance?

The size of Steven's cock had never been a topic of conversation between them before and never would have in a million years. All this gender flipping just kept putting them in stranger and stranger situations.

Female Randy did love Craig but she could also fall pretty easily for Steven or possibly Brad if she actually gave him a chance. That was really a problem. Female Randy found it very easy to fall in love. The sex was fantastic but it was the romance she really craved. She wanted desperately to be in a relationship with somebody. Brad was the closest thing she had to that yet he was the one guy she hadn't slept with yet. Meg just seemed to like sex but could take it or leave it apparently. Unless Craig was totally bottling up his true feelings and not revealing them it appeared that the ring didn't have the same impact on him.

Randy felt really down and dispirited. He would give anything right now if the ring would just get stuck forever and never come off but even that wouldn't be a solution to everything. Even if male Randy came out and told everyone he knew that he was going to be a girl from now on that would hardly go over well. Steven would probably want to kick his ass at the very least for being lied to and for the fact that he had been tricked by a guy into thinking he was a girl, even if he planned to remain one the rest of his life.

What kind of laws were there that covered this sort of thing? He knew that people did have operations to change their gender and that there was a lot of paperwork involved with getting your records changed but this wasn't exactly the same thing. The fact that the ring could always be removed would make the courts dubious of granting a legal sex change because he could change his mind the next day and take the ring off. Once you have the surgery it's pretty hard to turn back even if you want to.

He knew Pam would be cool with it and probably Craig since they could go out together as often as they wanted but Randy even wondered about that. If everyone they knew was aware of the change would Craig still be interested? He would be dating the freak who was so gay he chose to become a girl. To many people there was no such thing as being transgendered. You were what it said on your birth certificate and no amount of hormones or operations could ever change that. Would the fact that it was magically induced make any difference? Maybe it would make it worse.

How would you keep a story like that out of the press. Randy had no desire to become a celebrity tranny. What if some lunatic tried to cut her finger off to get the ring either for profit or out of some insane religious zeal?

And realistically what if he did get tired of being female some day? What if it didn't turn out to be as cool as he thought it might? What would keep him from taking the ring off and throwing his whole world into turmoil all over again?

His schoolwork had suffered lately as he devoted so much time and attention to his new hobby and found it difficult to concentrate in class sometimes. His friendships were being tested in strange new ways because of the sexual and romantic elements that had been introduced. His old interests were kind of falling by the wayside in favor of new more overtly feminine ones but he couldn't be sure whether he was really that interested in those things or just deriving some wish fulfillment satisfaction by trying to behave in a way that seemed more like a woman to him.

The more he thought the less clear things became. His world seemed to be getting darker around him all the time. He increasingly had a hard time eating and sleeping and his mood swings were more pronounced and unpredictable. Maybe he was going crazy he thought. Maybe there simply was no answer for him and he should just kill himself and be done with it. Sadly a lot of people wrestling with gender identity or sexual orientation issues find themselves in this kind of a dangerous place but fortunately Randy was able to pull out of it fairly quickly and was terrified that he had actually even contemplated something so horrible and permanent.

It was time for a heart-to-heart, womanly chat...with his kid sister.


CHAPTER 18:

"Don't you want to put the ring on first?" Pam asked as they sat on the bed in her room.

"No I think it's better if I just say what's on my mind this way," Randy replied. "When I'm a girl I feel happy and excited about whatever adventure I'm going to have. It's the time in between that's bumming me out."

"Being a girl kind of sucks sometimes you know," said Pam with a frown. "Believe me there are plenty of times where I wished I was a guy so that I wouldn't have to put up with some bullshit or worry about my looks all the time. I think you've got it way easier in the long run."

"I'm sure you're right and I'm probably an idiot for wanting to switch teams so badly but I can't help the way I feel."

"Of course if I were as hot-looking as you are as a girl my life would probably be pretty sweet," Pam commented.

"What are you talking about? You're very pretty. We don't look all that different you know."

"Yeah, but you've got that extra pizzazz. Those curvy hips and those perfect boobs. Men take one look at you and start drooling all over themselves."

"You're still growing into your body," Randy pointed out. "I'd say you've got plenty of curves already. And that's not the be all and end all of being female is it?"

"Doesn't hurt. Let me ask you this. If that ring turned you into a homely chick with no tits or even an average-looking girl would you still be this anxious to swap bodies?" Pam inquired.

"Damn, that's a good question. I've never really given that much thought."

"Well think about it now," Pam insisted. "Unless that ring has some eternal youth properties you're going to get older someday and your boobs will sag and you'll get wrinkles on your face and you'll need a ton of makeup to keep your complexion looking half-way decent. You're the belle of the ball right now but what if you weren't? Would you still want to be a woman so bad?"

That was some pretty wise reasoning Randy thought and all the more surprising that it came from his little sister. Being sexy was a huge part of the appeal of wearing the ring he had to admit. It made getting laid so easy and it was wonderful to be the object of so much attention.

Of course he had poked around the Internet for information on sexual reassignment surgery but it all looked pretty scary and way expensive. Even if he came up with the money somehow would he really be willing to subject himself to all of that? And in truth he also worried that he would never look nearly as attractive going the medical route. The ring was quick, painless and produced the desired effect. What he kind of wanted was a chance to use the ring for an extended test drive but hadn't thought of any way to make that possible.

If he could spend a year or two living each day as a woman someplace where no one knew him as anything else that might give him a better perspective. If he had to deal with the mundane aspects of life and face the world every morning as a woman maybe he would learn whether it was really something he wanted forever or just a kind of fetish that needed to be indulged from time-to-time. Of course even starting over in a new town didn't take care of the legal issues. It would be hard to go to school or get a job or even rent an apartment without proper identification. It was a lovely idea in theory but a very complicated one to put into practice.

Randy pulled himself together and got back to more of a normal routine. His grades improved and he didn't seem to have as much trouble enjoying the same old things he had always enjoyed. He wasn't shoving sex toys up his ass or reading women's magazines. Having faced the hopelessness of his situation and thinking about the question his sister had posed sort of eased him back to reality. 

Occasionally Steven would hint around that he wouldn't mind another one of those special hookups that Randy seemed so good at arranging but Randy was able to blow him off politely. Randy had no idea whether Craig was using the ring these days but he never brought it up in conversation.

He even ended things with Brad before they ever really had a chance to get started. He told him that his boyfriend had guessed her password and found their messages and gotten really pissed off. That seemed like a reasonable explanation that wouldn't be too hard to believe. Ending their correspondence was kind of a bitter pill to swallow because Randy enjoyed it so much and looked forward to it each day but it was just in the way of his road to recovery so it had to go.

In many ways Randy did think of it as recovering from an illness, or an addiction at any rate which it probably was. He had gotten hooked on being a sex kitten but decided that the thrill wasn't worth the pain it caused later. It wasn't as easy as flipping a switch, or putting a ring on, but he was feeling like he was recovering his old identity and his manhood a little more each day...until a chance encounter sent things tipping back the other way.

Randy had been eating lunch at a fast food place when he glanced up from his meal and noticed Brad standing in line waiting to place his order. He seemed to be there alone and was simply looking over the menu trying to select something but Randy could feel his cock getting hard. His heart was beating a little faster and for the first time in a long while he desperately wished that he had the ring on.

Trying hard not to stare or be obvious about it Randy managed to keep an eye on the other man as he placed his order, which apparently was "to go" as he was handed a paper sack with his food in it. Soon Brad was heading for the door and Randy was right behind him. Randy hadn't quite finished his meal but he was too fascinated by the sight of Brad to care.

Once in the parking lot Randy quickly scanned the area and saw Brad getting into his car. Randy walked towards his own car as fast as he could without looking odd and tried to follow Brad's vehicle but soon lost him in traffic.

Randy had no idea why he had tried to follow Brad except a sense of curiosity. It wasn't like he was going to walk up to the guy and tell him that he was really the chick who had sent all those emails or something. What possible difference did it make what Brad Fuller had for lunch or where he went after that? Of course that was the kind of thing that they sometimes wrote about. They would talk about what they had for lunch or maybe recount some amusing little thing that happened while they were out shopping. Though they never saw each other they remained surprisingly connected by their virtual friendship. It was funny to say that there seemed to be a genuine openness between them since Randy's whole existence as a woman was a complete fabrication but there was some kind of a connection between them regardless of whether Randy was writing with the ring on his finger or not.

When he got home he started to read through all of the old emails they had exchanged. He looked at the pictures Brad had sent and began to be turned on again. Without even noticing at first Randy slipped his hand into his pants and began to play with his clitty stick. As he got more and more excited he unlocked his trunk and rummaged around until he found the butt plug and was soon inserting into his behind.

All of the effort he had put into rebuilding his straight male identity sort of flew out the window that day with one chance glimpse of a man he had only seen once before in his life. The old feelings were back with a vengeance. After completing his self-stimulation Randy got cleaned up and drove straight to the bank with the little cigarette lighter carrying case in his pocket. The ring was definitely coming home with him that day.


CHAPTER 19:

Randy had put the ring on the moment he was home alone in his room. As he felt the shape and structure of his body rapidly changing there was a great feeling of relief. He was she again.

As Randy stripped out of her clothes and lay naked on her bed she let her hands explore her own body. She looked at her feet. She ran her hands up both sides of her thighs. She pinched her nipples. She knew that a huge part of her fascination with the ring was the way it made her look but she also knew that it made her feel better about herself inside. She liked the way she moved. She liked the way she thought. Some of the changes were subtle and some more dramatic but taken as a whole she just liked this version of herself better.

Suddenly there was a knock at her door and she was snapped out of her reverie. She was about to take off the ring and answer the door when she heard Pam voice.

"Hey, stop jacking off for a second and open the door. I want to borrow something from you."

Randy jumped up and threw a t-shirt on as she cautiously opened the door a tiny bit and then yanked Pam into the room when she was sure that no one else could see them.

"That figures," Pam sighed. "You can wear a man's smelly old t-shirt and make it look good."

"It was just handy, that's all," Randy replied.

"So you're back in girly mode. I thought you had decided to blow that out."

I accidentally saw Brad today when I was eating lunch," Randy explained.

"The email guy? You saw some dude eating lunch and that was all it took to abandon your cock and balls?" Pam snorted.

"I'm afraid so. I thought I was doing so well too. Seeing him just brought all these memories and feelings and emotions flooding back for some reason."

"You're either the horniest chick I've ever known or some kind of hopeless romantic. I'll bet Valentine's Day is your favorite holiday now."

"That does sound kind of dreamy now that you mention it," Randy said with a little smile.

"Well flowers die and chocolate makes you fat and the only reason they're giving it to you is because they assume that buys them the right to get into your pants," Pam sneered.

"You are one cynical little bitch. You're a teenage girl. You're supposed to be the most romantic boy crazy being on the planet aren't you?"

"Oh I had a fight with Matt so I'm kind of bitter at the whole male species. I think I'll quit and become a lesbian."

"I doubt if it will come to that," Randy laughed.

"Boys can be kind of lame with their bragging and their showing off all the time. It's like, grow up dude."

"True, but they can be kind of cool as well. Even in my limited experience as a woman I've seen how easy it is to manipulate them and get them to do what you want. As long as you let them think they're in charge you've pretty much got them on a string."

"Hey, do your big hooters ever make it difficult for you to do things?" Pam suddenly asked, switching the subject.

"Ah...not so far. Well I guess it did alter my shot a little when I was playing basketball," Randy replied.

"It seems like mine are always getting in the way. I try to reach for something down the table and I'm bumping into these big balloons."

"First off I thought you wanted to be large. Secondly you could always be polite and just ask someone to pass you whatever it is you want and if all else fails learn to be ambidextrous and reach with your other hand."

Wow, I'm getting advice from a guy who's been a woman for like a total of one week or something combined...but it's cool and I like it. I wish you had been around when I was having my first period. I didn't mean that quite how it sounded but you get the idea."

"Didn't mom give you the big woman-to-woman talk?" asked Randy.

"Sort of and we kind of learned all that junk in school anyway but who wants to talk to their parents about vaginas and feminine itch?"

"Good point. Dad wasn't exactly a font of information about male sexuality. It was basically like 'always wear a rubber' and 'if you're going to be out late make sure you call because your mother worries' kind of stuff."

"I told you, you have it way easier as a boy. Boys are low maintenance."

"Yeah but I bet there are times where you really enjoy getting all dressed up and knocking everyone's socks off or putting on a tight sweater and strutting around like you own the world."

"Guilty as charged," Pam giggled as she raised her right hand as if making a solemn oath. "You're actually pretty smart for a part-time chick."

"Well smart for a girl anyway," Randy chided. "Everyone knows how brainless those bimbos are."

"All kidding aside I can tell you that they're out there. Dumb as a post airheads who just muddy the water for everyone else. Some of them even cultivate their helplessness and wear it like a badge of honor."

"Don't be bitter. Everyone can't be both smart and sexy like we are."

"You know, if you really wanted to stay this way couldn't you just act like you had no idea how it happened? Just say that you woke up one morning and this is what you looked like? Let everyone else run around like chickens with their heads cut off trying to figure out what to do about it," suggested Pam.

"It's not a bad idea but I have a feeling that there would be a whole lot of doctors who wanted to probe me and stick things in me to see what the medical explanation was."

"I thought that's why you wanted to be a girl, to have people stick things in you. And if the doctor was cute that could be a win-win situation. Those guys make a ton of money," Pam pointed out.

"Eventually somebody would notice the ring and make me take it off. That would probably be one of the first things that would happen in a hospital. Besides, I don't want to be some medical freak show. "

"There are no bad ideas in brain storming," Pam quoted from somewhere.

"And it's not a bad idea it's just not without a whole list of perils. Pretty much like every other idea I've had on the subject," Randy sighed.

"That's the problem with this country. Too many laws. There's probably somewhere in the world where no one would give a shit."

A light bulb went off over Randy's head. She suddenly had the desire to get to her computer and so some research.


CHAPTER 20:

While researching sexual reassignment surgery Randy seemed to recall that the operations were a lot cheaper overseas in places like Taiwan for example. Lots of Americans went somewhere else to have it done in order to save tens of thousands or even hundreds of thousands of dollars. Presumably when those people came home they would be legally accepted as their new gender. What if there was a way to look like you were going through the normal channels, fly overseas but skip the actual operation stuff and then come home later appearing to be completely transitioned?

Maybe there was someplace he could go where the rules were less stringent or officials could be made to look the other way for a few bills slipped into their hands. If he appeared to have changed his gender elsewhere maybe it would just be a matter of red tape in making it official back home.

Of course even if all of that was somehow possible there were still huge obstacles to overcome. The cost for one thing was a factor. Even if you eliminated all the big ticket surgical stuff there was still the expense of traveling and living abroad for some length of time. Getting even that much money was no slam dunk. Then there was the question of how people would react. It might be slightly easier if all they saw was the finished product looking completely healthy and happy and female but it didn't change the fact that everyone would know he used to be a man. Unless he wanted to just walk away for good and cut himself off completely from his old life there were bound to be problems associated with the stigma of being classified as a transgendered person.

That didn't really seem like much of an option to him. He loved his family and had no desire to shut them out of his life. Would they, aside from Pam, feel the same if they thought he was a freak? And there was another enormous hurdle that would have to be gotten over somehow and that was the fact that the ring was only half his.

While the ring was a difficult thing to market there was no question that it had great value. Randy would be lucky to scrounge up the bucks to hideout in Bangkok for a while there was no way he could buyout Craig's interest in the thing with cash. Randy had no idea how often Craig liked to turn into Meg but it might be something he would be reluctant to just walk away from forever with no compensation.

Maybe Craig would be fine with idea of a full-time female Randy but maybe he wouldn't want to be seen with someone known to be a transsexual. It wouldn't take much of a stretch of the imagination to assume that they had been gay lovers before. Randy wondered how Craig would handle that kind of potential scorn and ridicule.

As Randy dug deeper into the subject he was surprised to find that some countries, and even some states within the US allowed for one to legally change their gender without being required to undergo surgery. In some cases that didn't preclude psychiatric evaluation or hormone treatments but it looked possible that finding a doctor or doctors to sign off on the change might be all that was required to make it official and at least allow Randy to begin trying to get all of his documents altered to reflect the change. A judge would probably still have to sign off on the deal and there was no guarantee that places like the Department of Motor Vehicles would actually do what they were supposed to do or do it in a timely fashion but the foundation would be laid and the process could move ahead.

Many people have secret desires or dreams that they ache for and in most cases those things remained nothing more than dreams but if you dreamed of something obtainable you could at least try to go for it. Randy had felt really depressed when he thought that there was absolutely no way for him to become a woman...assuming that he could make up his mind about whether that was something he wanted or not.

That was still the big unanswered question. With the ring on the answer was always a resounding yes. With the ring off it was less clear cut. It wasn't that Randy hated being a man and couldn't function at all in that world it was more that the ring had tapped into something within him, or maybe planted that something there, that for whatever reason made him come back over and over again to the conclusion that the female Randy was the real Randy.

Still it was terrifying to think of admitting that to his parents and his friends. It would come as a total shock. Word would spread quickly and nobody would ever quite look at him the same way again. And there was also the issue of making a total commitment to this thing. While it could be reversed as easily as removing a piece of jewelry once the wheels were in motion there would be no realistic way of stopping the train without causing a wreck.

Randy decided to talk it over with Craig since he would have to approve the plan and he would be the one most likely impacted personally by this decision. Deciding to stack the deck in his favor a little he went to visit Craig at his house as female Randy without any advance warning.

Craig's mother answered the door and asked her to wait inside while she went to tell her son that he had a visitor. Craig came down the hall and stopped dead in his tracks. This was definitely not a scenario he ever envisioned taking place.

"Hi, I hope I'm not interrupting anything," Randy said brightly.

"Ah...no. Come on in," Craig mumbled.

"Aren't you going to introduce me to your friend?" his mother inquired.

"Sure, mom this is...Randy. Randy, my mom."

"Pleased to meet you Randy. That's a cute name. You know it's kind of funny but one of Craig's closest male friends is named Randy, but of course he isn't as pretty as you are," the mother beamed. "I hope we see more of you."

Much to his relief Craig was finally able to pry Randy away from this little domestic scene and they soon disappeared into his room.

"What the fuck dude?" Craig stammered. "My mom's known you since you were like seven."

"And yet she didn't show any sign at all of recognition even when she thought about the male me," Randy pointed out. "Aren't you happy to see me?"

"Of course I am babe," said Craig, softening his tone almost immediately. "You just took my surprise, that's all."

"I might have another surprise for you. That's what I want to talk to you about."

It took Randy almost an hour to explain what she was contemplating and what steps would have to be taken to bring it all to fruition. Craig sat on the bed with his attention riveted to her every word. Wheels were spinning a mile a minute in his head as the incredible plan unfolded in his imagination. Finally Randy thought that she had covered pretty much everything and it was Craig's turn to speak.

"So what do you think?" asked Randy hopefully.

"I...I don't know what to think. I think maybe you've lost your mind or something. I knew you had more issues than I did about all this gender jumping stuff but I guess I never really imagined that things had gone so far. You really want to stay this way forever?"

"I guess I won't know that for sure until I come to some point of no return where I have to make the choice but let's say that I'm leaning strongly in that direction."

"It's not just because of me I hope. I mean I'd be flattered and all to think that someone was so hot for me that they were willing to change their gender but I don't know whether I'd want the pressure of being totally responsible for you giving up your balls. Just looking at you now my natural impulse is to say go for it but I might just be thinking with my dick," Craig admitted.

"Well that's something I'd never have to worry about again if I go through with this," Randy joked. "But seriously I have no desire to put this on your shoulders. We've always been friends and hopefully we always will be no matter what. I know that I have emotional feelings for you, I'm feeling them right now, but I also know that I'm not ready to commit or settle down until I know a little more about myself and where I'm going."

"But we'd still sleep together sometimes, right?"

"Yes I imagine we would sleep together sometimes. Maybe often, who knows? I'm just saying that I'm not doing this so that you can marry me tomorrow and buy a house. We're both young and have a lot of living to do. I might want to travel. I might have to in order to pull this thing off. I just need to know that you support it and don't mind giving up your share of the ring. I'll certainly try to make it up to you somehow but I'm not sure how to do that."

"Well I have one idea that would probably be a start," said Craig as he reached over and began to unfasten the buttons on Randy's blouse.


CHAPTER 21:

Randy had missed Craig's touch. As her lover squeezed her breasts she thought about what her sister had said. No doubt in time these boobs would start to sag. They couldn't stay this firm and pert forever. Maybe that wasn't the worst thing in the world. Maybe by that time she would have settled down with a man who was also content to age gracefully and their relationship would be much more than just youthful lust.

As Craig buried his face between her legs she thought about the mysteries of her own body that she was still in the dark about. She had never worn the ring for more than a day or two at a time. Presumably if you wore it constantly that would become your natural state of being and you would experience most of the same things that any other woman would experience. The journal was the closest thing they had to an instruction manual for the ring and it was more of a personal diary than a detailed description of what the ring did or didn't do. It was kind of an only time will tell situation.

With Craig's hard member in her hand she felt kind of silly for being so obsessed with size. Steven was bigger but Craig's cock was really very beautiful in its own right. It had this delightful little curvature that sort of reminded her of a rhino horn. With Craig it was way more about the desire to please him and make him feel good. It was a way to express the bonds of their friendship as well as a means of deriving carnal satisfaction. Sex with a stranger could be fun but sex with your best friend was something special indeed.

It had definitely been a little sneaky to spring this on Craig while she was wearing the ring and sitting on his bed. From the moment she had entered his room the sexual tension was palpable, just as she had assumed it would be. She had to admit that she took a wicked delight in being able to bend men to her will without nagging or harassing them. She didn't want a "pussy whipped" kind of guy she wanted someone strong and confident but that didn't mean that she wouldn't use her feminine wiles to get what she wanted on occasion. The fact that she even had feminine wiles took some getting used to. She would have to learn how to harness that power for good and strive to do no harm with it.

There was a long way to go before this crazy scheme could actually come to fruition but she had gotten over one of the big hurdles at least. Craig was onboard with the idea of yielding the ring to her. Next came the nuts and bolts of how it would actually be accomplished and finally the coming out and dealing with the ramifications, good or bad. The important thing was that she now had hope. She saw a light at the end of the tunnel. It was still scary to walk into that tunnel but hopefully there was a brighter future on the other side.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

When I finished writing the original Buried Treasure I wasn't sure whether the story was over or not. Now that I've finished the sequel I can see clearly that there's at least one more volume to go. Now that Randy is on a brave new path I'm kind of curious to see where it leads and I hope you are too.

I chose to write a sequel because I actually had some feedback from readers requesting it so I hope those people are happy with how the story is continuing. I imagine I repeat myself quite a bit in the area of talking about the details and legalities of actually changing your gender but it's kind of a big deal and I can't assume that anyone reading one of my books as necessarily read others. I think it's great that more and more states are trying to cut through the red tape and make this difficult process at least a little less difficult. In some places it's still next to impossible to get all of your records changed even if you have the appropriate documents and that's just not fair.

Magical transformations are always fun to write because they come with their own set of rules and allow for all sorts of interesting variations. I often think of those stories as fairytales for adults. There's always room for a little whimsy and magic along with all of the hardcore sex...don't you think?

This is my 20th novel so far which of course doesn't mean much of anything except that I have a prolifically dirty mind! Of course there wouldn't be much point in writing things if nobody ever read them so I thank all of my dear readers for their support. I always think that I've run out of ideas but then something pops into my head so maybe I have another 20 in me somewhere.
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